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\ N JELCOME to our second 
annual. 

Did you ever wonder 
what TY was like when it began as a 
regular service? I did, so I looked up 
the Radio Times for November, 
1936, There were just two hours of 
television each day then, one in the 
afternoon and the other at night. 


Mondays to Saturdays only—there 
was no TV on Sundays! 


DON'T TRY BEING TOO 
ACTIVE FORTHE NEXT 
(DAY OR TWO. 


And the programmes? Well, if 
you’d been watching in the after- 
noons of that first week, you could 
have seen a variety show on Mon- 
day, a display by Alsatian dogs and 
the story of how a bus driver made 
a model of Drake’s ship, Golden 
Hind, on Tuesday. 

On Wednesday there was the 
BBC Dance Orchestra, on Thurs- 
day a ballet, on Friday scenes from 
the London production of a Scot- 
tish play, and on Saturday, a zoo 
programme and a cabaret. 

Of course, you could only receive 
the programmes if you lived in 
the London area. Television has 
developed pretty fast, don’t you 
think? 
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peers the right noises for a 
TV production can be a head- 
ache. But Peter Walker is an expert 
at the job, He’s a dubbing mixer— 
which means he mixes sounds on 
recording tapes, 

His main equipment is a machine 
with a keyboard which controls 
1,200 different sound effects, As 
his fingers ripple over the keys he 
can produce the sounds of nanny- 
goats and gurgling babies, foot- 
steps and fireworks, underground 
trains and supersonic jets. 

But often he has to create a 
special sound for a programme. 
“For a documentary about the 
sinking of the liner Lusitania, the 
producer wanted a nasty drowning 
noise, a gruesome gurgling,” he 
said. So Peter submerged with a 
microphone in a deep bath of water 
and spluttered and shrieked himself 
breathless for half an hour. 

“The result,” he said, “was the 
most dreadful noise you've ever 
heard.” But slowed down and 
occasionally played backwards, his. 
glug-glug was what the producer 
wanted. 

For the same programme he had 
to create the sound of tearing 
metal. “I tried tearing tin foil 
but that was hopeless,” he said. 
“Eventually I discovered a car- 
crushing machine and taped it at 
slow motion to get the right effect.” 

Sitting in front of his sound- 
control panel with its coloured 
lights, knobs and switches, Peter 
can control pings and plonks, 
zonks and zooms, take out echoes 
and put in background symphonies. 
He can play soundtracks backwards 
so that people seem to be talking 
in a strange language. And he says 
he never gets earache! 

But I wouldn’t want his job. 


Ess to Coronation Street 
from an eagle-eyed viewer: “(Do 
all the people in your street live 
rent-free? I’ve never seen a rent 
collector call!” 

That’s typical of the letters that 
reach the programme, There are 
suggestions like, “What about in- 
stalling an electronic organ in the 
Rover’s Return?” Requests like, 
“Tye noticed an empty house in 
the Street; can I move in?” 

To millions of viewers, not only 
in Britain but in Australia, Canada, 
Hong Kong, Gibraltar and other 
places where the serial is shown, 
‘the Street’ is a real place and its 
characters real people. Television 
isa remarkable medium! 


ESSAGE from a TV director 
to the wardrobe department 
of a Manchester studio: “Please rig 
out this actor as quickly as possible 
as a batman to serve drinks.” 
Minutes later the actor walked 
on to the set—in flowing cape and 
full Batman gear, lacking only 
Robin! 


ORDER NEXT, SIR. 


NLL TAKE Yeu) 





SIMON TEMPLAR 


[For CENTURIES, SILENT AND SINISTER, THE 
CASTLE OF GAUNT HAD STOOD ON THE 

HILLTOP OVERLOOKING THE TINY VILLAGE 
OF DRAMLOCH IN SCOTLAND. 


AS THERE WERE NO TELEPHONES IN DRAMLOCH, Wl 
THE SAINT WENT OUT TO HIS CAR 
THE NEXT VILLAGE. 


WHAT ABOUT THAT 
CASTLE ON THE HILL, 
INNKEEPER. |S THERE, 


‘THEIR RIGHT MIND 
A TELEP| 
7 


AT THE CASTLE OF 
GAUNT! IT'S HAUNTED; 
BY THE GHOST OFA 








PURSUIT OF THE MYSTERY CAR. A THICK MIST WAS 
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ON IMPULSE THE SAINT TURNED UP THE SIDE ROAD IN|. 





SIMON TEMPLAR HAD COME TO DRAMLOCH FOR’ 
A WEEK'S QUIET HOLIDAY, BUT AT THE VILLAGE 
INN A MESSAGE AWAITED HIM. 


"PLEASE HELP. 
PHONE 0704-3030, 
THEY'RE COMING FOR ME." 
‘THE SENDER MUST HAVE 
BEEN IN A DESPERATE 
HURRY, HE DIDN'T EVEN 
} HAVE TIME TO SIGN 
HIS NAME! 


SS 
THE SAINT DROVE OUT OF DRAMLOCH. ON THE 
OUTSKIRTS OF THE VILLAGE, A CAR FROM THE 

OPPOSITE DIRECTION SUDDENLY ZOOMED PAST) 





THEY'RE IN A HURRY! HMM! THAT 
7 MAN IN THE BACK LOOKED VERY 
LIKE THE FAMOUS PROFESSOR LUNSEN! 


TEN MINUTES LATER, THE CASTLE OF GAUNT 
APPEARED THROUGH THE SWIRLING MIST. 














THE SAINT DROVE ACROSS THE DRAWBRIDGE OVER THE MOAT AND 
inte THE COURTYARD. A SINISTER ATMOSPHERE LAY OVER THE 
TLE... ae —- T 


Ct 


“THE CAR ISN'T 
HERE! BUT WHAT'S 
THAT WAILING NOISE? 


IT SOUNDS 


...BAGPIPES! 
THE GHOST OF 
THE PIPER! 





THE WAILING PIPES WAFTING EERILY ON THE AIR, THE THE SAINT RACED UP THE STEPS TO THE 


PHANTOM PIPER MOVED ALONG THE RAMPARTS AND RAMPARTS. BUT WHEN HE ARRIVED 
ENTERED THROUGH A DOORWAY INTO A TOWER. INSIDE THE TOWER... 


ITS DISAPPEARED! BUT 
THE TOWER'S MADE OF THICK 
STONE AND THERE'S ONLY ONE 
DOORWAY! IT MUST BE SOME 
SORT OF TRICK! 








FEELING AROUND THE 
WALLS, THE SAINT FOUND 
NOTHING. THE 
=e 50 THAT'S HOW | 
$ THE PIPER VANISHED... 
sateen ee DOWN THESE STEPS! A 
are VERY INGENIOUS 
. GHOST! 


THAT GHOST IS 
PROBABLY MEANT TO 
KEEP PEOPLE AWAY 
GOING TO FIND OUT 
WHY...AND HOW 
PROFESSOR LUNSEN // 


ee 
se 








ey 








THERE WAS A ROPE HANGING FROM THE RAFTERS INSIDE 
THE DUNGEON. THE SAINT LEAPT AT IT AND SWUNG.«. 













I WAS KIDNAPPED 
BY A SCIENTIST 
CALLED ZORAK! Z 
DISCOVERED A DRUG 
THAT CAN BE OF GREAT 
BENEFIT TO MANKIND, 
BUT IT ALSO HAS. 
‘TERRIFYING DESTRUCTIVE 
eoree econo NE 


Lk FO! 
EVIL PURPOSES, 














































GUARDS REGAI 
AND SOUNDED THE ALARM... 


OUT OF TI 





CASTLE} 


AS THE SAINT LED THE PROFESSOR 
OUT OF THE DUNGEON, ONE OF THE 
NED CONSCIOUSNESS 





WE'VE GOT TO 
FIND THE WAY 


HIS 
\ 


THEY HURRIED ALONG DARK, 
NARROW PASSAGES. THEN... 
1 


Me, 





OF THE DUNGEONS! 
If THEY GET AWAY, 


ZOR, 





K IEE BE 











] WHEN THE MEN HAD VANISHED, THE LID OF 
A CHEST IN THE DARK SHADOW OF A 
CORNER LIFTED UP, AND... 


IT WORKED! 
WE HAVE GIVEN g 
THEM THE WE'LL TRY TO 
SLIP! GET ACROSS THE 
DRAWBRIDGE, LET'S 
GO, PROFESSOR, 


NEXT MOMENT, THE SAINT AND 
PROFESSOR LUNSEN CAME RACING 
QUT INTO THE COURTYARD, AND... 
THERE THEY GO! 
LOWER THE 
PORTCULLIS | 
HURRY, FOOLS! 
RUN LIKE 
YOU'VE NEVER 
RUN BEFORE, 
PROFESSOR | 


MEANWHILE, ON THE CASTLE RAMPARTS, 
ZORAK WAS RANTING AND RAVING IN 
A TERRIBLE RAGE. Pa 


ONE |S A DODDERING OLD 
PROFESSOR! IF THEY GET 
AWAY, ALL MY PLANS WILL 
> BE RUINED! 


TORTURE DIDN'T MAKE 
YOU TALK BEFORE LUNSEN, 
SO IAM GOING TO TORTURE 
YOUR FRIEND. YOU CAN 
WATCH HIM DIE IN 
PAIN,..OR TALK! 











SEE HOW HE SUFFERS, LUNSEN! 
A LITTLE MORE. 


NO...NO MORE ! 
I WILL TALK 
LET HIM GO! 








|THE SAINT WAS UNTIED AND LUNSEN WROTE 
DOWN DETAILS OF HIS FORMULA THEN... 


NOW THE DISCOVERY IS 
MINE! I WILL BECOME 
FAMOUS, RICH... AND 
POWERFUL! AND YOU TWO 
FOOLS ARE GOING To DIE! 
THE WATER FROM THE MOAT 
WILL FLOOD THIS CHAMBER 

AND DROWN You! 











AS ZORAK AND HIS MEN WENT OUT A STOUT WOODEN Papafell | tHE SAINT TURNED: THE WHEEL THAT 
DOOR SLAMMED SHUT, THE WATER FLOWED IN RAPIDLY, F THE RACK, THE ROPE TAUTENED UNDER THE 
L/ YOU ARE GOING To DIE BECAUSE THEN. = 

YOU TRIED TOHELP ME, MY FRIEN! 

——— 





Y 


THIS ROPE TIED = 
BETWEEN THE DOOR —* 
J AND THE RACK MIGHT le 
Me AO THE TRICK. ty eat 


THE SAINT RACED UP TO THE COURTYARD. ON TOP | |THE SAINT SNATCHED LIP A LONG 
OF ONE OF THE TOWERS WAS A HELICOPTER... PIKESTAFF HANGING ON A WALL, 
HOLD I, ZORAK! You i r AND HURLED IT AT THE HELICOPTER. 


DON'T GET AWAY 
THAT EASILY: 























BUT THE SAINT MANAGED TO re FOOT EN ee Rae 
R hi PONENT AND HEAVE . /MBII 
See z IVY ON THE CASTLE WALLS.. 


THAT WAS A \ YOU WAIT HERE 
LITTLE TRICK OF ROF a 
ROBIN HOODS... Pe Cr een) 


AND IT STILL 











{ YOU FOOL! YOU SHOULD NOT fs 
HAVE FOLLOWED I CANNOT 


YOU WON'T 
STOP ME! 
NO ONE WILL 
STOP ME! 


eB —J THEN-THEN IT YES, 1 HEARD N 
sa |WAS YOU WHO SENT ME YOU WERE COMING 
Ost CULL SN THAT TELEGRAM, 70 STAY AT THE 
HAVE HELD ON ' PROFESSOR, JUST INN. THANK 
WITH BOTH i) | BEFORE You WERE HEAVENS FOR 
HANDS. KIDNAPPED! THAT! 





BUT BEFORE ZORAK COULD PULL THE 
TRIGGER, THE IVY SUDDENLY BROKE 
AWAY, AND... 

















(GOT THE (DEA \' 
FROM A TANK. 


MY HUSBAND USED To BE A BOXER? 
{ALWAYS HAVE TO COUNT TO TEN 
BEFORE HE WILL GET UP. 


——— 


No, Noni UNUSUAL I'M MENTIONING Y; ‘ 
ENED, DEAR. WHY? You /@ 
DEAR. WHY MOTHER HOW Doyou )/ 
a SPELL'StTuPID? 7 


THIS WATERCRESS SOUP = HAVE YoU SEEN ee | TRUST 1 HAVEN'T 
1S ALLWATER AND \ My LITTLE Boy? UPSET YoU, SiR! 





OWN the  wagon-rutted 
Ds of the desert town 

came a lone rider. He sat 
very straight in the saddle and 
looked neither left nor right. His 
face was hidden both by the shadow 
of his plainsman’s hat and by a 
close-fitting mask of green silk, 
spotted with gold. 

He reined his horse to a stop near 
the huge, age-old cottonwood trees 
outside the blacksmith’s shop. 
Lazily he dismounted. Then, throw- 
ing the reins over a hitching-post, 
he began to walk down the middle 
of the empty street. 

A figure stepped off the board 
sidewalk, his nickel-plated badge 
glinting in the sun. In the centre of 
the road he stopped and waited, 
feet apart. Town Marshal Tom 

uggan said firmly, “I’m warning 
you to clear out, Mask. The bank is 


14 


closed and I’ve got a posse of men 
at my back.” 

There was a sneer in the Mask’s 
voice as he said, “I don’t see any 
posse!” 

Duggan resisted the temptation 
to glance over his shoulder. He 
knew that the half-dozen men he 
had picked up in the saloon and 
sworn in as a posse were quite likely 
to have lost their nerve at the sight 
of the most feared bandit in the 
territory. 

“All right, Mask,” he said. 
“Either you mount up and ride out 
of town or I’m putting you behind 
bars.” 

A harsh laugh escaped the ban- 
dit’s thin lips. He took a step back- 
wards, hands hovering over his 
gun-belt. Duggan was poised ready 
for the other to move. 

Blam! Blam! Two shots split the 





silence and a curl of smoke left 
the barrels of both men’s guns. The 
marshal crumpled slowly to the 
ground. The Mask stepped past 
the lawman and walked on .. . to 
the bank. His bullets shattered the 
lock and he went inside with a rush. 

Ten minutes later he emerged 
with a bulging bag in his hand. The 
gun in his free hand pointed an un- 
wavering challenge to those within 
the bank as he backed towards his 
horse. But nobody accepted the 
challenge. 

With a lithe spring the Mask 
mounted his horse and rode swiftly 
out of Blackweed. On the outskirts 
of the town he paused beside an 
alley where four tough-looking men 
waited. At the sight of the bandit, 
one man with a knife-scar on his 
cheek grinned nervously, “Nice 
work, Mask!” 
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The bandit leaned on his saddle- 
horn and grunted in contempt. “I 
pity the marshal, having to pick a 
bunch of deadbeats like you! Give 
me twenty minutes start and make 
it look good when you pretend to 
trail me.” 

The Mask dipped into his bulg- 
ing bag, produced a wad of bank- 
notes and tossed it into the greedy 
hands of the other men. Then he 
frowned. “Wait a minute; there’s 
only four of you. I thought the 
marshal picked six for his posse?” 

Scarface shrugged. “Yeah; the 
other two were a doddering old 
miner who calls himself Cloudburst 
and a kid by the name of Bentley. 
They got the idea of being real law- 
men; they wanted to go out in the 
street with the marshal, so we shut 
’em up in a back room, accidentally 
like!” 

The other men guffawed. With a 
satisfied nod the bandit turned and 
spurred his horse to a gallop. 

Exactly twenty minutes later the 
posse of four men rode out. From 
the shade of the big cottonwoods, 
two figures watched them go. 
“Look at ’em!” growled the old 
man, “They locked us up so we 


couldn't help the marshal, and now 
they’ve seen to it we can’t get horses 
to ride with ’em.” 

The boy nodded gloomily. “Poor 
Marshal Duggan,” he said. “Now 
he’s dead, the Mask will have it all 
his own way.” 

Cloudburst tossed his hat in the 
dust in a burst of indignation, “Not 
if I kin help it!” he vowed. “We kin 
walk some and ride some! My old 
burro, Jenny, is tied up under a 
tree just outside town.” 

The boy lifted his thin shoulders 
in despair. “A burro!” he muttered. 
“Whoever heard of two men on a 
burro catching a bandit on a fast 
horse!” 


IHE Lone Ranger and Tonto 

had been riding east at a 

steady pace but at the mouth 
of a shady, dry canyon, the masked 
crusader reined in Silver and dis- 
mounted. “We are not far from 
Blackweed, Tonto,” he said, “But 
our horses have gone far enough. 
We will camp here.” 

Crack! The whiplash bark of 
a rifle interrupted the Indian’s 
reply. A sudden shout reached 
them from a peak. “You listening 


to me, Mask? This is the law!” 

Tonto’s face brightened. “The 
law! Him mistake you for the 
bandit.” 

“Careful, Tonto,” warned his 
companion, “It may be a trick.” He 
raised his head slightly and shouted 
back, “I am not the Mask! I wear a 
mask because I am the Lone 
Ranger!” 

Swiftly the masked crusader 
edged his way across the burning 
sand until he reached the cover of 
a thicket. Then Tonto saw him 
vanish into the canyon. Minutes 
later Tonto heard the deep voice of 
his companion shout, “It’s all right, 
Tonto. Come up here.” 

Leading the horses, the Indian 
climbed the rocks to find the Lone 
Ranger talking to a sad-faced boy 
in faded jeans and a scruffy old man 
whose felt hat looked as though it 
had been gnawed by a generation 
of pack rats. 

“You were brave to come so far 
into the desert with only one 
burro,” he said. “But now you can 
leave Tonto and I to hunt down 
this scoundrel.” 

“Not on your life!” bellowed 
Cloudburst. “Tom Duggan was a 
friend o’ mine and I ain’t giving up 
on this posse.” 

“Nor me,” added Bentley. 

The Lone Ranger’s grim mouth 
relaxed into a smile. “I under- 
stand,” he said. “You can ride be- 
hind us on our horses.” 


IGHT was closing in around 
INES quickly, so they made 

camp in the canyon. At 
dawn they set off with Cloudburst 
perched behind the Lone Ranger 
and Bentley riding with Tonto. 

Tonto’s trained eyes soon picked 
up faint tracks left by the fleeing 
bandit. “Four other men with 
horses come this way too,” he said. 

“That'll be the so-called posse,” 
snorted the old miner, 

Suddenly, as they drew near 
some high cliffs, Tonto reined in his 
pony, dismounted and peered at the 
tracks in the sand. “What is it, 
Tonto?” asked the Lone Ranger. 

The Indian shrugged. “Tracks 
end here,” he grunted. “Men have 
brushed out their tracks with 
branches,” 

The Lone Ranger looked thought- 
fully at the cliffs splitting the trail 
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into two. “It could be that the Mask 
has his hideout not too far from 
here,” he said. “Tonto, will you and 
Bentley take the trail west? We'll 
go straight on. The railroad lies 
somewhere ahead so we'll rendez- 
yous there.” 

With a brief nod, Tonto turned 
his pony and rode away. The trail 
wound high over the face of the 
cliff. Suddenly Bentley gripped the 
rider’s arm. “Look, Tonto! Four 
horsemen!” he exclaimed. 

Tonto halted. Ahead of them had 
appeared four shabby figures on 
horseback. The posse! Every man’s 
hand was resting on his gun, There 
was not a scrap of cover. Tonto 
and the boy were perfect targets. 

Warily the Indian rode towards 
the posse. His worst fears were con- 
firmed by the grim looks on the evil 
faces. 

It was Scarface who spoke. 
“Keep quite still, redskin,” he 
snapped. “And you, too, kid!” He 
motioned to his companions. “Tie 
them to those rocks—and tie them 
good, In this heat they won’t last 
long without water.” 

The fight was sharp but short. 
Soon the Indian and the boy were 
being dragged towards the rocks by 
the cursing thugs. 

As he was being lashed tightly to 
the rocks, Bentley panted, “Sorry, 
Tonto.” 

One of the men stiffened at the 
name. “Wait a minute!” he snapped. 
“He’s the redskin that rides with 
the Lone Ranger!” 

The name struck fear in the men. 
“I don’t like this,” muttered one. 
“That Lone Ranger is dynamite!” 

“Shut up!” snarled Scarface. 
“The Lone Ranger can’t be too far 


16 


away from his Indian pal . . . I’ve 
got to draw him off. You fellers 
head for the hideout and warn the 
Mask.” 

Scarface pushed his gun into his 
belt, swung on to his horse and 
rode off. And as he went, he took 
out a close-fitting mask of green 
silk, spotted with gold. 


EAR the railroad track the 

Lone Ranger drew rein. 

Behind him Cloudburst 
grunted and pointed a gnarled 
finger “Hey, look!” he cried. A 
horseman was riding away from the 
cliffs, bending low in the saddle 
and lashing his mount unmerci- 
fully. The Lone Ranger saw the 
gaudy green and gold mask. 
“There’s our man, Cloudburst!” he 
snapped. “Climb down and wait 
for me.” 

As the old man slid from the 
saddle, the Lone Ranger urged his 
splendid horse into flight. His 
quarry kept up a blistering pace but 
gradually the gap between the two 
horsemen began to narrow. The 
man in the green mask saw that he 
was losing the race and hauled 
savagely at the reins, urging the 
horse towards the cliffs. Lone 
Ranger saw him vanish behind the 
rocks. 

Pulling Silver to a halt, the 
masked crusader leaped for cover. 
Darting from rock to rock, he 
gained the foot of the cliff. He was 
looking around for his enemy when 
a sound above his head made him 
look up. A massive boulder was 
hurtling at him. Desperately he 
flung himself to one side but the 
boulder caught him a glancing blow 
that flung him against a rock. He 
slid to the ground. 

A cruel jab in the ribs stabbed 
through the mists of his fumbling 
senses, Through half-closed lids he 
saw the man in the green mask 
standing over him. With a coarse 
laugh the man raised his foot to 
kick again. 

The Lone Ranger made a grab. 
He heaved hard at the other’s foot 
and a gasp of pain escaped the 
man’s lips as he hit the ground. The 
Lone Ranger launched himself 
through the air and landed on his 
foe’s chest, knocking the breath 
from his body. “Now let’s see who 
you are, Mask!” said Lone Ranger. 


As he tore the green silk cover- 
ing from the other’s face, he gave 
an exclamation of surprise. “Scar- 
face Lowe! You don’t expect me to 
believe that you're the bandit! 
You're a decoy. Come on; we're 
going back!” 

With his sullen prisoner mounted 
on his horse with his wrists tied, the 
Lone Ranger rode back to the spot 
where he had left Cloudburst. He 
found the old man plodding to- 
wards the cliffs, following the tracks 
left by Scarface when he first 
appeared. He mounted behind the 
Lone Ranger.again and they rode 
on. A few minutes later they heard 
Tonto shout; “Kemo sabay! We 
over here . . . tied to rocks.” 

The two men jumped from Silver 
and ran to release the Indian and 
the boy. Tonto gazed at the prisoner 
and said, “Kemo sabay, you not 
believe this man is the real Mask?” 

“No, Tonto, I believe he was act- 
ing as a decoy to draw me away 
from the Mask’s hideout.” 

Tonto jerked to his feet. “Then 








other men must have gone to this 
hideout to warn the Mask! We can 
follow their tracks.” 

The Lone Ranger nodded. Turn- 
ing to the old man and the boy, he 
said, “Tonto and I will ride on. 
You and Bentley can dump this 
wretch against the rocks and use 
his horse to follow us.” 

The masked crusader and his 
faithful companion leaped to their 
horses and went after the rest of the 
posse. The tracks of the horses ran 
out when they reached rocky 
ground among the cliffs. But noth- 
ing escaped Tonto’s keen eyes and 
on foot he led his companion into 
a narrow gorge, at the end of which 
was a smooth wall of rock. 

The Lone Ranger's eyes gleamed 
behind his black mask. “A door in 
the rock!” he exclaimed. 

They moved forward stealthily. 
A quick examination showed that 
the slab of smooth rock was pivoted 
in the centre. The masked man 
motioned Tonto to help him thrust 
inward. 


door swung open. “Ready, my 
friend?” murmured the Lone 
Ranger, reaching for his guns. 

Tonto nodded. Silently they 
moved into a deep cave with a lofty 
roof. It was lit by hurricane lamps 
placed on rocky ledges. At one side 
was a camp-bed and a table. In 
another corner were a smouldering 
fire and cooking pots. 

A horse whickered nervously 
and the two men whirled with guns 
ready. They saw four horses 
tethered to one side of the rock 
door. Apart from the horses the 
cave seemed empty. But as the 
Lone Ranger and his friend moved 
forward, a harsh voice roused the 
echoes with a shout, “Drop the 
guns, Lone Ranger! There are four 
guns ready to pump you full of 
lead.” 

The masked man and Tonto 
crouched ready to fight. A gun 
barked and the Lone Ranger’s 
wide-brimmed hat spun to the 
ground. He picked it up and 


Gers but smoothly the rock 


put his finger through the bullet 
hole in the brim. Slowly he re- 
placed the hat on his head—and 
dropped his guns, Tonto followed 
suit. 

The Mask and his three accom- 
plices stepped from hiding places 
and swaggered towards the Lone 
Ranger. “Well, this is an historic 
occasion,” jeered the bandit. “Mask 
meets mask! Let’s see what you 
look like without your mask!” 

He stepped close to Lone Ranger 
and reached out his hand to tear 
the black mask away. 

“Hold it, you buzzards! The first 
one to move gets a bullet,” rapped 
a voice. 

Framed in the entrance to the 
cave was Cloudburst, holding his 
battered old rifle with an unwaver- 
ing hand. Behind him stood 
Bentley, 

The Mask made the first move— 
and it was so fast that Cloudburst 
hardly saw it. Blam! The bandit’s 
gun spat defiance. Cloudburst 
reeled to one side, his rifle barking. 


At the same moment the Lone 
Ranger launched himself at the 
Mask and Tonto hurled himself at 
the man nearest to him. The gun 
fiew from the bandit’s hand as the 
Lone Ranger hammered the other’s 
wrist on the rock floor. The Mask 
grabbed his foe by the throat and 
they went rolling over. The Lone 
Ranger grabbed the Mask by the 
thongs of his shirt and was about 
to launch a knock-out blow when 
someone leaped on to his back, 
knocking him to one side. 

As he came to his feet, the 
masked crusader saw that a grim 
battle was raging between two of 
the ruffians and Tonto and Bentley. 
Cloudburst was slumped against 
the wall of the cave. The Lone 
Ranger ran to help him. 

“Don’t fret about me, 


stormed 


the old miner. “It’s only a flesh 


wound, You get after the Mask. 
He’s getting away on his horse!” 


mouth, the Lone Ranger gave 

a shrill whistle. There was a 
drumming of hooves and Silver 
came galloping. “Good boy!” said 
the Lone Ranger, vaulting into the 
saddle. 

As the big bay galloped away 
from the cliffs, a deep-throated 
woo-woo tang across the burning 
sand and was echoed by the peaks. 
He could see his quarry riding hard 
alongside the railroad track. Then 
he saw the train. 

As the train roared past him, the 
Mask edged his horse closer and 
closer to the track. Suddenly he 
swung out of the saddle, holding 
on with one hand. His feet hit the 
ground once, and he sprang up- 


Poros his fingers in his 





wards on to the steps of a passing 
carriage, grabbing the handrail as 
he did so. 

The Lone Ranger realised that he 
must board the train without delay, 
for it was almost past him. Urging 
Silver close to the track, he slipped 
out of the saddle. He, too, hit the 
ground and vaulted upwards—just 
as the caboose rattled past. 

He sprinted through the swaying 
compartments until a shot sent him 
diving for cover. In the compart- 
ment ahead a woman screamed and 
shouted, “Stop him! He’s climbing 
through the window!” 

The Lone Ranger dashed for an 
open window and climbed quickly 
through. The wind snatched at his 
coloured neckerchief. As he heaved 
himself on to the roof a bullet 
drummed the metalwork near his 
hands. 

He flattened. Ahead of him he 
could see the Mask running along 
the swaying roof with the agility of 
a tight-rope walker. 

The Lone Ranger went after him. 
The Mask turned and fired but the 
swaying of the train robbed him of 
an accurate aim. 

The gap between the two men 
began to narrow and the Lone 
Ranger called, “It’s no use, 
Mask!” 

The bandit turned at bay. “If I 
go, then you'll go with me!” he 
vowed. He raised his gun and took 
careful aim at the other’s chest. 

Click! The Lone Ranger lunged 
forward. “The game’s up, Mask! 
You're out of bullets.” The bandit’s 
answer was to hurl his empty pistol 
at the Lone Ranger’s head. But the 
Lone Ranger ducked and made a 
flying tackle on the bandit. 

It was a brief but bitter fight and 
the two men rolled to the edge of 
the swaying roof. With a scream of 
fear, the Mask began to slip off but 
the Lone Ranger managed to grab 
the other’s sleeve and, at that 
moment, the driver applied the 
brakes. With a tremendous jerking 
and clanging, the train ground to a 
halt. 

The Lone Ranger hauled his 
trembling opponent to safety. 
“You've got courage,” he told the 
bandit. “But it takes another sort 
of courage to endure a long prison 
term. And that’s a lesson you'll be 
learning very soon!” 
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Toor on Uke A 
Sen mera etter 
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Confidently, like Leslie Crowther . . . Jauntily, like Patrick Macnee , . . 


In swinging style, like Roy Castle . , . Or for knockabout fun, like Ronnie Corbett and Henry McGee. 
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o/ GOOD HUNTING, CHIEF TOTO! 
THERE'S NO MAN BETTER 
HAN YOU WITH THE SPEAR, 

> 7 A 


¥ AN 


> \\\, 
io ‘Ce, 
Wh. F2/fy, 
.-EXCEPT 
You, é 
A TARZAN! 
WS 
Mpls 


i 
i a 
LARGEST AND MOST POWERFUL TRIBES . ] : ij) I) 
IN THE JUNGLE, YET THEY WERE 
A PEACE-LOVING PEOPLE LED BY 
A WISE AND JUST CHIEF, CHIEF 
TOTO, A GREAT FRIEND OF 


WHAT ARE YOU 
DOING. HERE? A 


HUNTIN 
EXPEDITION? 
HIE TIM 


LL BL. TUCKILY x WAS PlcKeD 
WAY OF GETTING OVER To YOUR Ue T've’ COME BACK 
SIDE WITHOUT GETTING WET? SEEKING NEWS OF 


MY FRIEND! 


SN 4 oe 
- 

ALONG, WE'LL SHOW i 2 
YOu... Y a 
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TARZAN'S HUGE HANDS GRABBED THE| ~cey al 
LEOPARD BY IT'S NECK AND... el 
CLEAR, oN 
y i BLAKE Lf io ERS 
a a. co Z| My THE LEOPARD 
< S MERCY! 


A \ 
4 AN qe HAS TARZAN AT 
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THAT WAS THE 
MOST INCREDIBLE 
FIGHT I'VE EVER 


BUT AT THAT VERY MOMENT, FEARFUL 
DANGER LURKED IN THE DARK SHADOWS 
OF THE JUNGLE... AN ASSASSIN. Tam 





LET'S GET BACK 
UP TOP, I'LL HELP 


CHIEF TOTO... 


THIS IS CHIEF 
TOTO, LEADER 
OF THE GREAT 





ARROW BUT BLAKE SPOT: 
IN THE SUN... 








TARZAN LED BLAKE AND HIS NATIVE BEARERS ACROSS THE ROPE je 
BRIDGE 70 THE OTHER SIDE WHERE THEY JOINED re 


YOU ARE WELCOME 

TO STAY AT MY VILLAGE 

UNTIL YOU FIND LOST 
FRIEND YOU SEEK. 


te 





BLAKE PUSHED CHIEF TOTO ASIDE IN 
THE NICK OF TIME, BUT THE ARROW 
STRUCK HIM INSTEAD... 














THERE WAS NOMAN MORE FLEET-FOOTED IN THE JUNGLE 
THAN TARZAN, AND... 








NOW — TELL ME WHY [Neg 
'YOU TRIED TO KILL 
[CHIEF TOTO! 


THE NATIVE WAS DEAD... 
CET 2 VN x 


f 


THAT GROWS HIGH UP IN THE 
MOUNTAINS, BUT WHERE, I 
DON'T KNOW... 


ALL-ALL RIGHT, | | ABRUPTLY, THE MAN'S VOICE BROKE OFF AND A TERRIBLE SCREAM TORE 
I TELL You | |FROM HIS LIPS AS A SPEAR STRUCK HIM IN THE BACK, 
— 7 Pe 7 


NOT KILL ME! THE 

MAN WHO PLOTS 

CHIEF TOTO'S 
DEATH |S... 


7a 


RARE HERB ONCE... 
ITS FLOWER IS. 
SHAPED LIKE A 
TRUMPET. I WILL 
FIND IT. I MUST! 


= a 
BAD, TARZAN. SEE — 


| SNAKE POISON. HE CANNOT 
BE MOVED OR POISON WILL 
YhFLOW MORE QUICKLY IN 4 
HIS BLOOD. 


THE BEARERS WILL STAY WITH BLAKE THEN LET US GO WITH 
AND MAKE CAMP. YOU GO To YouR SPEED, TARZAN, THERE 1S 
VILLAGE FOR THE WITCHDOCTOR, NO TIME 10 LOSE! 
CHIEF TOTO! I AM GOING ‘TO THE 

MOUNTAINS FOR THE HERB! 











AS SWIFT AS THE WIND, TARZAN SWUNG BY A FEW HOURS LATER, HE WAS 
VINE THROUGH THE JUNGLE TREE-TOPS... } 5s CLIMBING THE MOUNTAINS 
hs {dO 1 must DISCOVER THE 
BS TIDENTITY OF THE MAN WHO 
my iS TRYING TO KILL CHIEF 
TOTO BEFORE HE 
ff STRIKES AGAIN. BUT 
FIRST,WE MUST 


» 


uy IT's AS SILENT (7) 
} AS THE GRAVE. 
NO ONE LIVES 
UP HERE... 

> 


} 





TARZAN MOVED SWIFTLY OVER THE 
ROCKS, THEN ABRUPTLY TURNED. 


I-I MEANT 
‘You NO HARM! 
DON'T HIT ME! 





IS} IT GROWS 


WHO ARE You? 
WHY WERE YOU 
FOLLOWING ME? 


Qi 4 % 
4 Z) F % 
MY NAMES MILLER. 1-7 THOUGHT 
YOU MIGHT HAVE BEEN SOMEONE 
ELSE.BUT THEN THAT'D BE 
IMPOSSIBLE BECAUSE HE'S DEAD... 


IT WAS MY FAULT. THAT'S WHY I 
STAY UP HERE IN THE MOUNTAINS —| 





TO LIVE ALONE WITH MY GUILT! 





BY A SNAKE POISON, AND THE ONLY. 
ANTIDOTE IS A HERB SHAPED 
LIKE A TRUMPET. 


IN ONE PLACE ONLY...AN ISLAND 
OF ROCK IN THE MIDDLE OF A 
RAVINE. COME ON,I'LL TAKE 
YOU THERE! 





MILLER LED TARZAN 10 THE TARZAN CUT THE BRANCHES OFF 
EDGE OF A RAVINE. GROWING NEARBY, SO IT WAS FORK-SHAPED. 
. <3 "| | BENDING BACK THE TREE, HE STAKED IT TO THE 


y ee 
PI KNOW ~ Mr 
{Aa wa. Give ot 
ME A HAND... 
a | 
BS 


he 


GROUND, THEN LAID ON IT... 


\ Ya 
DAY vy YEW) sD 











MILLER THREW ACROSS ALONG VINE THAT 
TARZAN MADE SECURE TOA ROCK.MONKEY~ 
FASHION, TARZAN SWUNG BACK... 

b 


Weir TAKE YOU BACK DOWN 
THE MOUNTAINS AS FAR 
LYN AS THE JUNGLE! 


ZABU, CHIEF TOTO'S V7 
WITCHDOCTOR! I NEVER 
HAVE TRUSTED You! 
WHAT ARE YOU UP 





THESE BURNING TORCHES 2 
WILL KEEP THE VULTURES AWAY 
FROM US!FIRE |S THE ONLY 
THING THEY ARE SCARED OF! 


You WON'T 

GET AWAY 

WITH THIS, 
ZABU! 


ZABU AND HIS MEN LEFT THE VALLEY. THE VULTURES, THEIR 
EYES GLINTING WICKEDLY, BEGAN TO FLOCK AROUND THE 


VICTIMS... 


TARZAN, THE 
TORCH 1S ALMOST 
FINISHED... AND 
SO ARE WE! 


PROTECTED BY THE BURNING TORCHES, ZABU AND HIS MEN 
TOOK TARZAN AND MILLER DOWN ONTO THE DRY FLOOR OF 
THE EVIL VALLEY AND TIED THEM TO STAKES. 


T'LL LEAVE ONE TORCH HERE! WHEN IT BURNS 
OUT, THE Loe sie PICK YOU TO YOUR ¥ Cee u SE. 


TARZAN STRAINED EVERY MUSCLE 
OF HIS BODY AGAINST HIS BONDS... 


GOT 10 DO 
'T...OR WE'LL 
BE EATEN 








SUDDENLY, THE TORCH WENT OUT. SHRIEKING 
TRIUMPHANTLY, THE VULTURES SWOOPED... 








NEXT MOMENT, THE BONDS SNAPPED APART... AND TARZAN WAS 
FREE! QUICKLY, HE PULLED UP THE STAKE AND... 


SS 
THAT'LL GIVE 
f THE BRUTES 
SOMETHING TO 
THINK ABOUT! 
NOW Z'LL UNTIE 
You. ‘ 

















USING THE STAKES TO PROTECT THEMSELVES, THEY RAN] 
FROM THE VALLEY. .- 


7 KEEP GOING! 
THEY'VE HAD 
ENOUGH! 











SOME TIME LATER, THEY ARRIVED ATA POINT BRUNE 
OVERLOOKING THE VILLAGE OF MOMBWA...  \@GlGsuer® 
ZABU AND HIS MEN HAVE \ipeoeees 8G 
TAKEN OVER THE VILLAGE! a ok ~ 
AND THEY'RE ABOUT TO Ane Spams j 
EXECUTE CHIEF TOTO! = 


re 


ee, 
PVby AS tal Orr ¢ pee ‘ 
ys PSE A isoag? 0 
LD FFs 





















BELOVED CHIEF WAS SUSPENDED OVER THE RIVER. 
NEAR THEIR VILLAGE. 
LET HIM INTO THE WATER 
THAT WILL ATTRACT THE 
CROCODILES. 


IN FEAR AND HORROR, THE MOMBWA PEOPLE WATCHED AS THEIR 









CHIEF TOTO SANK BELOW fA 
ac SURFACE. AFTER A 













WAS PLUNGED INTO THE RIVER... 


THIS TIME HE STAYS 
UNDER! THE CROCODILE 
WILL MAKE SURE 





ZABU YELLED TRIUMPHANTLY. THEN AGAIN, THE CHIEF 









%Q 
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‘SUPPORTING THE EXHAUSTED CHIEF, MILLER SWAM TOWARDS THE 
BANK. TARZAN SWIFTLY DEALT WITH THE CROCODILE 











ON THE RIVER BANK, THE MOMBWA PEOPLE WAITED. BUT AS 
THE MINUTES PASSED, SO 
ZABU WAS JUBILANT. 
NOW 1,ZABU,AM CHIEF 

OF THE MOMBWAS! TOTO IS. 
DEAD! AND SO 1S TARZAN! 
|I REIGN SUPREME. 


THEIR SADNESS GREW HEAVIER. 








BUT ZABU'S MEN DID NOT GET FAR. 


YOU WILL NEVER REIGN OVER 
THE JUNGLE , ZABU! YOUR 
PLOT HAS FAILED! HOLD TOTO... AND TARZAN! 


HIM! \ ALL IS LOST! RUN, MEN: 





THEY WERE QUICKLY OVERPOWERED) 








ZABU AND HIS MEN WERE SUBDUED. 
TARZAN RACED WITH THE HERB TO 
BLAKE AND LATER, /N MOMBWA VILLAGE... 


HERE'S THE MAN YOU HAVE TO THANK FOR 


noe ae 

TURNED TO. FACE TARZAN.BUT... lA 

AE) 
= Pe THE HERB THAT SAVED YOu, BLAKE. 
BUT-BUT THIS 1S 


| |THE FRIEND I TOLD 

S} |YOU I WAS LOOKING 

FOR— HARRY 
MILLER! 





/ 1 THOUGHT YOU WERE DROWNED IN 
| THE RAPIDS...WHEN I DIDN'T HAVE THE 
COURAGE To TRY TO SAVE You! 











|SO,BY A STRANGE QUIRK OF FATE, THE TWO. 
FRIENDS WERE REUNITED. 


‘I'M GOING BACK 

HOME WITH BILL, 

TARZAN! THANK YOU REMARKABLE MAN, 
FOR BRINGING US JA TARZAN! WE'LL NEVER 
BACK TOGETHER FORGET YOU! 


‘GOODBYE! I'M 
~y GLAD THIS STORY 
HAS A HAPPY J} 
ENDING! 4 


Henry Derringer’s original pis- 
tol, which fired a heavy ball, 
was the type used to assassinate 
President Abraham Lincoln in 
1865. 


Belgian air ace, Major 
Willy de Houthulst, 
flew a French Hanriot 
HD-1 like this in the 
First World War and 
achieved 37 victories, 


A medium German tank of 22 
tons, one used by the Germans to 
smash their way across Europe 
in the early days of the Second 
World War. 


In 1874 this type of 4-4-0 locomotive was being 
used increasingly for fast passenger work, This 
one was built for the Highland Railway. 





HE shop buzzer sounded and 

Fathoms O’Rourke came 

from the back room to find 
his small marine store crowded with 
an odd assortment of customers. 

Leaning on the counter was a 
large, flabby man with a dead-white 
face and a little black moustache. 
He was expensively dressed and 
wore a black stetson. Behind him 
stood four big-shouldered men who 
stared at Fathoms with grim, un- 
smiling faces. 

“Yes, sir?” said Fathoms. 

The fat man smiled, with a flash 
of gold-filled teeth. “Mr O’Rourke? 
May I have the pleasure of shaking 
hands with the most famous deep- 
sea diver in the world?” 

A muscle tightened in the long 
jaw of the tall, tanned man behind 
the counter. He looked at the 
smooth white hand extended to 
wards him, noticing the rings glit- 
tering with precious stones. But 
the man’s limp handshake made 
Fathoms shudder. “How did you 
know that I used to be a diver?” he 
asked. 

“My name is Popolis,” came the 
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reply. “And I know about you, Mr 
O'Rourke, because you are the only 
diver to have reached the wreck of 
the treasure-ship Universe.” 

Fathoms shrugged. “That was 
four years ago,” he said. “I retired 
after that and, as you can see, I’ve 
set up in the marine supply busi- 
ness. Now if there’s any gear that 
you're interested in. . .” 

Popolis straightened, the smile 
fading from his thick lips. “No, 
thank you... It is you who 
interests me, Mr O’Rourke, You 
see, I have a plan to get the 
treasure from the Universe and I 
want you to work for me.” 

Fathoms shook his 
“Nothing doing!” he said. 

One of the other men stirred un- 
easily, but Popolis switched on his 
bland smile again. “I will pay you 
well, Mr O’Rourke.” 

“No!” said Fathoms, “For two 
good reasons. One is that the 
Universe vanished down a huge pit. 
The other is that I don’t dive any 
more. I’m retired.” 

He moved away to start coiling 
some nylon rope. Popolis followed 


head. 





him. “I know about the Universe 
and the pit but we can reach it. I 
am a rich man, O’Rourke. I have 


got everything 
equipment you never dreamed of 

Fathoms stared at him coldly. 
“No!” he said. “Good day.” 

As he turned to walk into the 
back room, a signal from Popolis 
brought his four henchmen leaping 
into action. Fathoms whirled and 
met the first one with a shattering 
right. 

Crack! The man rocked back- 
wards into the arms of one of his 
companions, But the other two 
were better prepared, One landed a 
vicious low blow and, as Fathoms 
began to double up, the fourth man 
lashed downwards with a karate 
blow to the back of the neck. 


HEN he struggled back 
to consciousness, he found 
himself lying on a bunk in 


what seemed to be the sick bay of 
a ship. He sat upright, shook his 
head to clear it, and swung his legs 
over the side of the bunk. 


ready—modern 
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course there'll be a cut of the 
treasure when you reach the 
Universe.” 

Fathoms kicked the money away. 
“T don’t want your dirty money. I 
told you I’d quit the diving racket. 
Besides, that treasure-ship doesn’t 
belong to you; the salvage rights 
are held by a buddy of mine—Bill 
Hackett.” 

Popolis climbed heavily to his 
feet. “I am aware of that. But since 
the Universe disappeared down that 
pit on the ocean floor, your friend 
has lost interest in the wreck.” 

Fathoms turned away. He strode 
across the cabin towards one of the 
portholes. “You're a pirate,” he 
ground out. Then he stiffened. 
“We're below water! Is this a sub- 
marine?” 

Popolis gave a dry laugh. “Not 
quite, my friend. It’s a diving bell 
of my own invention. Let me show 
you something.” 

He motioned Fathoms to follow 
him through a door. In a cubicle 
beyond hung three large pressure- 
suits of a type the diver had never 
seen before. Popolis ran his hands 
lovingly over them. “These are the 
most modern diving suits in the 
world,” he boasted. “With them 
you will be able to descend into 
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are being attacked by some kind of 
sea monster which crawled out of 
that pit!” 


control panel and thumbed a 
switch. A television screen 
glowed into life and cameras out- 
side the diving bell showed the full 
horror of their situation. The 
Thing from the pit was vast and it 
was round, It was white, the sickly 
dead white of the ocean depths 
where no light penetrated. Its glit- 
tering eyes peered through the deep 
green-black gloom and its great 
mouth opened, revealing rows of 
needle-sharp teeth. It trailed clouds 
of tentacles, half of which were 
fastened around the diving bell. 
“Get a light on that thing!” 
shrieked Popolis into a microphone. 


Prosi hauled himself to a 


| ESORROR<DRRP 





“Ah, Mr O’Rourke! Feeling 
better?” The smooth voice had a 
mocking ring. Fathoms looked to 
where Popolis lounged in a tubular 
chair. x 

“You dirty son-of-a-sea-cook!” 
Fathoms spat out, doubling his 
huge fists. 

Two of the muscle-men who had 
been in the shop now stepped for- 
ward, guns menacing. The captive 
glared at them and managed to 
control his rage. “Look, Popolis!” 
he said tensely. “You've kidnapped 
me, but you'll never get me to dive 
for you.” 

Popolis lit a cigar before answer- 
ing. As he spoke, he tossed a bundle 
of money at the ex-diver’s feet. 
“First instalment of your fee, 
O’Rourke!” he said. “And of 


that pit and find the treasure-ship!” 

Curiosity got the better of 
Fathoms. He examined the suits 
with a professional interest and 
admitted, “They look mighty neat.” 

Popolis laughed and slapped him 
on the back. “Then why not get 
into one and go out for a stroll. My 
men will come with you, of course!” 

A plan was forming in Fathom’s 
mind. But before he could make 
any reply the diving bell gave a 
lurch, flinging the men violently 
against the walls of the cubicle. A 
klaxon was hooting and alarm bells 
were jangling, while the undersea 
craft was rocking violently. The 
men in the cubicle scrambled back 
into the cabin. An excited voice 
was shouting over the loudspeaker- 
system: “Emergency stations! We 


“Turn the rockets on it. Blow it to 
bits before it breaks our cables.” 

The voice from the loudspeaker 
answered him tersely. “Too risky, 
sir. The pressure waye from such 
an explosion would snap the cables 
anyway.” 

Fathoms moved towards the 
cubicle. “Where are you going?” 
blurted Popolis. 

“T’m going to put on one of your 
wonderful pressure-suits and I’m 
going out there to try and get that 
jelly fish off your back!” said 
Fathoms. 

Ignoring the guns of the two 
guards, he walked out. The others 
followed. They helped him into a 
suit and readied the sea-lock. 
Fathoms watched with grim amuse- 
ment. “I thought you said your 
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men were coming with me,” he said 
drily. 

The two guards backed away un- 
easily, shaking their heads. “You're 
crazy; I wouldn’t face that thing 
out there!” blurted one. 

Fathoms pulled on his helmet 
and, turning to the armoury, 
selected a spring harpoon gun and a 
pressure gun. Then he stepped into 
the sea-lock. A few moments later 
the sea-lock opened, and the bulky 
figure of the diver shot out into 
the deep waters, brilliantly lit by 
the searchlights of the diving bell. 

Fathoms swam well away from 
the area and carefully surveyed the 
monster from the pit. Through the 
microphone inside his helmet he 
called the diving bell. “Put your 
lights out. Searchlights, interior 
lights—the lot! I’m going to try and 
lure this thing away.” 

As the diving bell lights were ex- 
tinguished, the underwater world 
was plunged into black and menac- 
ing darkness, in which the Thing 
became a pale, pulsing presence. 
Fathoms switched on his helmet 
lamp to full beam and began to 
swim backwards, away from the 
diving bell, moving his head from 
left to right. The cloud of tentacles 
floated towards him. The creature 
was following him, lured by the 
light! 

“You've done it, O'Rourke!” It 
was the voice of Popolis trembling 
over the radio. “We're free. Turn 
off your lamp and return to the sea- 
lock.” 

Fathoms said brusquely, “No 
thanks, You're not getting your 
hooks into me again, Popolis!” 

He switched off his lamp, for the 
creature was too close for comfort, 
then dived as one of the leathery 
tentacles brushed his hand. 

Down . . . down . . . with the 
voice of Popolis, hoarse with fury, 
raging over the radio, “You fool! 
My men are coming after you. You 
can’t get to the surface alone. Even 
in that suit you would need to be 
decompressed many times before 
you reached the surface.” 

Fathoms ignored the man. Some- 
thing was wrong. He should have 
reached the ocean floor. “Great 
catfish! I’ve blundered into the pit,” 
he gasped. 

He checked his downward 
motion, but glancing upwards, he 


saw the Thing pursuing him. 
Grimly he began to dive again. Sud- 
denly he saw the wreck of the 
treasure-ship which, four years be- 
fore, he had seen topple into this 
ocean pit. “The Universe, by all 
that’s holy!” he exclaimed. “Just 
the place to hide from Johnny 
Creeps!” 

Cautiously, he crept into the 
ancient hulk. Peering back through 
a hole he saw the creature pass on 
down into the pit and he breathed 
a sigh of relief. But it was short- 
lived. “Now what?” he wondered. 
“Popolis is right; I'll never reach 
the surface alone.” 

The thought that he might be 
forced to return to the diving bell 
was galling. To take his mind off 
it, he decided to satisfy his curiosity 
about the treasure of the Universe. 


E found a patch of rotting 
timber that yielded to a few 
hefty kicks, eased himself 


into the hold and shone his lamp 
around. What he saw made him 


gasp. 

The ray from his lamp was glint- 
ing on gold and silver coins over- 
flowing from rotting chests. Pearls 


lay like pebbles at his feet, and gem- 
studded ornaments and jewellery 
were lodged among the timbers. 
“No wonder Popolis was so anxious 
to get me to come down here,” 
thought Fathoms grimly. 

He was turning away to return 
to the deck of the hulk when some- 
thing hit him on the side of the 
head. Through a mist of pain he 
saw two figures in pressure-suits 
like his own . . . guards from the 
diving bell. 

One of them raised a pressure 
gun and Fathoms glimpsed the sar- 
donic smile on the face inside the 
helmet as the man’s pressure gun 
coughed, Simultaneously Fathoms 
arched backwards. The shot missed 
him by inches. 

Fathoms brought his own pres- 
sure gun up and fired, and one of 
the guards doubled up. The other 
guard came at him with a wicked- 
looking knife, bringing the blade 
upwards in a sweeping arc. 

Fathoms made a grab, and his 
iron fist clamped around the other’s 
wrist—but not before the blade had 
sliced through his suit, scoring his 
side. For a few moments the two 
struggled for the knife. Gradually 
the diver forced the blade inwards 


until his would-be killer collapsed. 

Fathoms himself was on the 
point of collapse. The blow on the 
head, the knife wound in his side 
and the reaction from his struggle 
were taking their toll. Desperately 
he crawled out of the treasure-ship. 
Feebly he struck out for the mouth 
of the pit. He glimpsed the lights 
of the diving bell—then he swam 
into oblivion. 


( “with a tabbing returned 
with a stabbing sense of ur- 
gency. He yelled, “Look out! 

The Thing is coming again!” 

A strong hand pushed him back, 
firmly but gently. “Take it easy, 
Fathoms,” said a voice he recog- 
nised. 

“Bill Hackett!” he gasped, staring 
into the rugged face of a ginger- 
haired youngster. “Am I dream- 
ing?” 

“No,” said Hackett, “though I 
asked the same question when we 





saw you floating out of that pit.” 

“You saw me?” Fathoms 
struggled on to his elbow and 
stared about him at the spotless 
bulkheads, brass handrails and 
screwed-down table. He smelled 
mingled scents of antiseptic and oil, 
and caught the throb of an engine. 

Hackett grinned. “You're on the 
Griffon—the new nuclear sub- 
marine. Now relax, and I'll explain. 
You see, ever since we failed in that 
salvage attempt four years ago, I’ve 
been pestering the Navy Depart- 
ment to help me get back to the Big 
Pit—not only to look for my 
treasure-ship but in the interests of 
scientific research. My persistence 
finally paid off—and here I am. 
Now it’s your turn.” 

Fathoms told his story and 
Hackett’s eyes gleamed at the 
thought of the treasure that 
Fathoms had described. “Listen,” 
he said, “a bunch of marine scien- 
tists have just left the sub to go and 
inspect the pit. I’m going to put on 
a pressure-suit and go after them.” 

Fathoms jumped to his feet and 
grabbed his friend’s arm. “There’s 
a huge creature in that pit! It 
nearly shook the diving bell to 
pieces with its tentacles. We’ve got 
to get to your scientists before it’s 
too late.” 

Hackett said, “I'll go. You can’t 
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come after what 
through.” 

“Try and stop me!” grunted 
Fathoms. 

When they emerged from the sea- 
lock of the submarine, the two men 
found themselves close to the rim 
of the pit. They switched on their 
helmet lamps and headed down 
into the blackness. 

But before they reached the 
Universe, Fathoms caught sight of 
the pulsing white mass. 


WO figures were struggling 
in the coils of the Thing. 
“Knives!” rapped Fathoms, 
and they drew their long-bladed 
knives and lunged to the rescue. 
The tentacles were covered with 
hard scales. Fathoms hacked des- 
perately and, when his blade began 
to bite into the sickly white flesh, 
he felt the monster jerk with agony. 
In an instant the tentacles flicked 
away, leaving the scientists free. 
“Back to the sub—as fast as you 
can!” rapped Fathoms, and they 
needed no second bidding. When 
they reached the Griffon and 
waited their turn to enter the sea- 
lock, they could see that the 
wounded monster was already 
emerging from the pit, lashing 
about with its tentacles. 


you've been 





Then Fathoms spotted the diving 
bell. It was directly in the path of 
the Thing from the pit. He could 
imagine Popolis in his control-room 
shrieking, “Fire the rockets!” 

Whoomph! Deadly missiles from 
the undersea craft ripped into the 
heart of the white mass. 

Bazoom! There was a shudder- 
ing explosion. The creature 
thrashed out in its death throes— 
and its tentacles fastened around 
the diving bell. 

“Jumping catfish!” ground out 
Fathoms, in the observation room 
of the submarine. “The Thing is 
taking the diving bell into the pit!” 

Tt was true. The dying monster 
had wrapped every tentacle around 
the craft, snapping the cable and 
pulling it down with a grip never 
to be broken. The sea boiled above 
the mouth of the pit. Then all was 
still again. 

Sick at heart, Fathoms 
Hackett turned away. 

Later they talked about the 
treasure-lift operation. “When we 
get it all stashed away in the bank, 
we'll be able to set up the best deep- 
sea salvage business in the world,” 
chuckled Hackett. 

Fathoms frowned. “Not me,” he 
vowed. “I was in my own little shop 
when those guys interrupted me— 
and I’m going back!” 


and 


UTOGRAPH hunting began as a hobby in Germany in 
Ate second half of the sixteenth century, when students 

started collecting the signatures of their friends in little 
albums. Today it is one of the most popular hobbies in the world. 
Collectors can specialise in the autographs of TV stars or 
sportsmen (like the racing 
drivers signing in these 
pictures). But to succeed 
as a collector there are 
some rules you should 
keep: like these... 


eS 


DO have your album open 
ready at the page you want 
signed when you approach 
a celebrity. 

DO have a ball-pen uncapped 
and ready to offer with the 
album. 

DON’T expect a celebrity to 
sign when he is in a hurry to 
get on stage or to the start- 
ing grid; wait until later 
when he has more time. 

DO be polite; remember that 
he is doing you a favour and 
show that you appreciate it. 

DON’T ask for extra copies 
for all your friends! 

DO send a stamped, self- 
addressed return envelope 
with your book if you post 
it to a star. 

DON’T mix the autographs of 
famous people and school- 
friends, keep them in 
separate albums. 

DON’T stick printed auto- 








graphs, cut from papers, oo 
into your album; that’s ied \ « - 
cheating! And spoils the 

Jack Brabham signs look of the book. Graham Hill signs 
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A 'RED DRAGON'S 
IT'S THE SIGN OFA 
CRIMINAL SECRET SOCIETY 
HERE IN HONG KONG! | 


A KNIFE WHISTLED PAST THE 
NOSES OF NAPOLEON SOLO AND 
ILLYA KURYAKIN, AND THUDDED J 
INTO THE WALL BESIDE THEM. 
PINNED 70 THE KNIFE WAS A 
SLIP OF PAPER «++ 


THE MAN FROM 
























ae 1) 

Me RED 

DRAGON 
apgacr 


AS THE TWO U.N.C.L.E. 
AGENTS LOOKED WARILY 
AROUND THE DESERTED | 
ALLEY... THEN... 
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Don't | ( BEHIND THAT ) ’ 3 ] 
WASTE ANY \ HANDCART! \ | \ 
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; a> AND WHE 
ai THEY GIVE YOU 
z es ONE OF THEIR 
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THEY'RE GOING 
To Kitt YOU! J 


IN UNISON, FOUR MACHINE 
GUNS SPATTERED AS 
NAPOLEON AND ILLYA 
RACED FOR COVER... 
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AND GIVE ME } 
A MATCH f 
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LATER, THEY FOUND AN 
ENVELOPE WHICH HAD Bao 
FE 


iy < , > =e 
THAT PUTS THE LID <@_ BS Formuta tHrusa 


ON THAT? BUT WHY i > ESA\, STOLE FROM US! 
SHOULD A SECRET SOCIETY : 
ATTACK US? UNLESS... PP Tes IT WAS A PELLET. INSIDE WAS A 

- MESSAGE / 


LATER, AT THE 
WRESTLING MATCH 
SOMETHING BOUNCED 
OFF THE ARM OF 
ILLYA'S SEAT... 


Bur as THEY starred 


TO FOLLOW... -—~ 


THE U.N.C.L.E, AB THE 

MEN THREW go se PAPER AND LET'S 

THEMSELVES iY ,. GET OUT OF HERE 

INTO THE FRAY... BEFORE THE 
i, POLICE 





i ae / RS 
WE'VE GOT TO a i se ARE GETTING THEIR 
\ STOP THEM ! a wi a MONEY'S WORTH TONIGHT. 





NAPOLEON 
TRIED TO BEAT 
THE FLAMES 
ouT.. 


THEY'RE TOO 2 
MANY FOR US! BUT 
THRUSH WON'T GET 
. THE FORMULA ! 


PINNED DOWN BY THE 
WRESTLER, NAPOLEON WAS 
UNABLE To SAVE THE NEWS- 
PAPER...» 


NAPOLEON ANO ILLYA RUSHED 
TO HIS AlD. TIT WAS 
, 


THEIR CARD~ 
THE RED 
» DRAGON! J 

















THE U.N.C.L.E. MEN 
RETURNED TO THEIR 
HOTEL WHERE THEY 
CALLED UP THEIR 
CHIEF, ALEXANDER 
WAVERLEY 


V \'W AFRAID WE 
DIDN'T GET THE 
FORMULA BACK, SIR. 
THRUSH DIDN'T GET 

IT EITHER J 


NERVE GAS IS LOST 

TO BOTH SIDES ! 
PERHAPS IT'S A 
GOOD THING.. 





| DON'T 
LIKE IT, ILLYA. 
| THINK WE 
OUGHT TO STAY 
HERE A LITTLE & 
LONGER.. 


THEY WERE TAKEN THROUGH 

A DARK DOORWAY AND DOWN 
SOME STEPS, THEN USHERED INTO 
AN EXPENSIVELY FURNISHED 
ROOM... 


+s THERE'S NO POINT IN YOU 
STAYING IN HONG KONG, 
NOW- SOI THINK YOU'D 
BETTER RETURN TO H.Q./ 


NEXT DAY, 


COOLIES STROLLED 
THROUGH A 
SEEDY PART OF 
HONG KONG 


IF THE HEADQUARTERS NV 
OF THE RED DRAGON ARE } 
ANYWHERE, THEY'RE = 
BOUND TO BE IN SUCH ~ PERHAPS, 
AN AREA, ILLYA... ri NAPOLEON! 


MR. SOLO, 
MR. KURYAKIN — 
NO FUNNY MOVES 

NOW.. 


A VOICE CAME THRUSH BIDS | 
FROM BEHIND YOU HELLO, 
A CHAIR... GENTLEMEN ! / 

















— AND 
GOODBYE /... 
YOU'RE GOING 


AND THAT 
NEWSPAPER 
IT CONTAINED 











THE ATTACK IN THE 
ALLEY, THE FIGHT AT THE 
WRESTLING MATCH.. THEY 
WERE ALL STAGED TO MAKE 
U.N,C.L.E, BELIEVE THAT 
THE FORMULA FOR THE 
NERVE GAS WAS LOST, WHILE 
WE KEPT IT FOR OURSELVES / 





UP HERE FOR A 
WHILE.. WE'LL BE 
BACK LATER FOR 

TARGET PRACTICE / 


HAD LEFT, NAPOLEON AND (tLYA 


SET T0 WORK... poo 

ioe = 

aS l= 
aT a Pa 
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man Re ag) 


BACK To 
BACK, PAL, 
SEE WHO CAN 
UNTIE WHO 

FIRST! 





NOT ME, MR. KURYAKIN, BUT 

THE REAL U.N.C.L.E, AGENT WHOSE 

PLACE | TOOK AFTER WE HAD KILLED 
HIM... YOU SEE,. THE WHOLE 
THING WAS A PUT-UP JOB... 


A HUGE MAN BUILT LIKE A BULL 
LUMBERED FORWARD AND GRABBED 
THE TWO AGENTS BY THEIR JACKETS... 


BRING THEM TO THE RING, 
a HOSOKO! 









THAT'S PULLED 
THE GROUND FROM 
UNDER THEI 





LIGHTS OUT, 
=\ BIG BOY! 
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WE'VE GOT THE NERVE GAS * 
FORMULA BACK AND WE'LL 





| DON'T THINK 


MR. WAVERLEY 


Is 
FTER 


GOING 
ALL, 
‘ 











NOBODY TELL ME ZE BULL 
1S ZE BULLELEPHANT. / 


NOW THERE’S A FUNNY 
PLACE TO LEAVE A PAIR 
OF GLOVES ! 


1 SAY, OLD BOY, ONE 
OF US SEEMS TOBE LOST. 


Se _) 


ST-STICK ‘EM UP { DONT KNOW WHAT 

AND k-KEEP’EM UIP! KIND OF ANIMAL I(T WAS 
BUT YOU SURE MADE 
IT JUMP OUT OF ITS 





SO LONG, GOVERNOR . WHAT I'VE BROUGHT MY YOU'RE FINE, DOCTOR 


TIME DOES THE NEXT STAGE- \ OWN MATTRESS ! SNIPE. HOW AM I ? 
COACH LEAVE ? 








DEATH. NORTH AM 


Mizstio' stared. Confront- 

Mis him in the Central Plaza 

of the city of North Am 
were two Labour-Robs, side by side 
and each bearing the same number 
on its metal chest! He moved to in- 
vestigate, but the Robs disappeared 
in the throng before he could reach 
them. 

Magnus thought for a moment, 
then he started making inquiries. 
An hour or two later he was at the 
Civic Centre. Senator Clane and 
his daughter, Leeja, were with the 
President, and Magnus greeted 
Leeja affectionately. Then he told 
his story of the duplicate Robs to 
the President. 

“Something very odd appears to 


© MCMLXVI, by Western Publishing Company, Inc, 


be going on,” he said. “I’ve checked 
all the factories carefully. Their 
Rob-numbering is done by com- 
puter and should be incapable of 
error. I think we should take a 
census of Robs. I feel that it is high 
time we got a complete picture of 
the Rob population of North Am. 
It appears that only Computer 
Centre itself is aware of the total 
number of Robs in the city.” 

The President looked at him 
thoughtfully. “I can’t see what 
good it will do. The more Robs we 
have the better, I should think. But 
we'll run a census and you can see 
the results.” 

The census took seven days and, 
at the conclusion, Magnus went to 


Computer Centre to examine the 
results. A tall Computer-Rob met 
him in the doorway. 

“Centre — closed — today,” it 
grated and, when the surprised 
Magnus tried to shoulder his way 
past, it lashed out steel tentacles to 
obstruct him. Magnus hit out, A 
steel-like fist smashed into the Rob’s 
face, and springs and wheels cas- 
caded to the ground. More Robs 
approached. They were all Com- 
puter-Robs and they raced towards 
Magnus, “Take this Rob to the 
furnaces,” he commanded. 

To his astonishment they made 
no move to obey, but surrounded 
him with tentacles waving menac- 
ingly and eye-sockets gleaming with 
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what in a human might have been 
called hatred. He doubled his fists 
and waited. The Computer-Robs 
were by far the most advanced of 
all the Robs of North Am. If they 
could go berserk, what of the whole 
civilisation of the great City, based 
as it was on Rob-labour? 

His steely fists lashed out as the 
tentacles began to crowd in upon 
him, One wrapped round his neck 
and began to strangle him. Others 
attacked his legs and arms and he 
was beginning to feel that he might, 
at last, have met Robs he could not 
control or smash. Then his flying 
fist caught the chest of one close to 
him and crashed through it. The 
Rob reeled and tottered, its ten- 
tacles thrashing round, and some of 
its fellows were caught by them. 

Magnus tore loose the tentacle 
round his neck and piled into them. 
A heap of smashed Robs grew 
beside him. But still more were 
coming. 


HIS new band of Robs 

appeared to be divided among 

themselves and Magnus 
swept his gaze grimly over them. 
Some were hanging back and these 
would be still-loyal Robs; while 
others, urging them on to attack 
him, would be Robs like those he 
had just destroyed. 

“Tam Magnus,” he shouted, “All 
which are loyal to North Am gather 
to me. This disturbance must be 
crushed at once.” 

He watched as some struggled to 
come to him while their com- 
panions hindered them in every 
way. He saw one tall Rob, gleam- 
ing silver, deliberately smash two 
others as they tried to force their 
way towards him. Their eye-sockets 
dimmed and their tentacles went 
slack as the great metal hands of 
the evil Rob hammered them. Mag- 
nus saw that he had only himself to 
rely on. 

His steely fists flailed round him 
and dealt destruction with every 
sweep. He seized one Rob in each 
hand and, using them as hammers, 
swept a circle clear round him and 
advanced through the robot ranks. 

Step by step he fought his way 
into the great building. Deep in the 
bowels of the complex was the 
small console that controlled thou- 
sands of cabinets comprising the 


44 


vast mechanical brain that was the 
servant of North Am. Here he 
would find sanity and purpose for 
the great banks of computer units, 
installed long ago by the scientists 
of North Am, were essentially 
machines and could not, by any 
stretch of the imagination, turn 
against their creators. 

He was the only human in the 
building, for it was entirely cyber- 
netic and automatic. It required no 
humans to guide it, feed it or pro- 
gramme it. For ages now, it had 
remained in its web, mechanically 
ruling North Am, solving all the 
complex riddles that were sub- 
mitted to it. It had thousands of 
mechanical servants to care for it 
and do its bidding and store the 
millions of decisions it made. 

In the innermost cell of all the 
central console stood. His assailants 
hung back; it was as though they 
feared to tread farther on to sacred 
ground. He faced them angrily, But 


they would come no farther and he 
dropped his two prisoners and 
stood alone to face the machine. 
One of the two Robs scuttled 
away but the other lay at his feet in 
broken confusion. His foot touched 
a small, round flat box that had 
burst from the Rob’s chest and he 
bent and picked it up and slid the 
white box into his pouch. Then he 
decided to leave. It had been a mis- 
take to come there. Looking at the 
silent machine was no use. He had 
no idea how the thing operated and, 
since all its controls were auto- 
matic, there would be no way for 
human hands or brains to work. He 
must go back to the Council and 
examine the results of the census. 


E launched himself at the 
Robs like a human lightning 
flash and tore a pathway 


back through their ranks. He 





scrambled upon piles of broken 
Robs as he worked his way up from 
the depths and out to the open. His 
mind was working fast as he fought 
and he realised one thing. Every 
class of Rob was represented save 
one, the Pol-Robs! The Pol-Robs 
might be his only allies against 
these rebellious Robs. For, as far as 
he could see, there was no way by 
which a human could distinguish 
between a rogue Rob and the loyal 
ones. 

He emerged into the open and 
the Robs did not follow him. Look- 
ing back, he saw that they had all 
retreated into the building that was 
their home and work-place. He 
went at once by conveyor walk to 
the Council Chamber and, on his 
way, examined the round box he 
had picked from the remains of the 
broken Rob. It was white and 
appeared to be made all in one 


piece. He could find no way to open 
it and when he was admitted to the 
President’s office, he laid it on the 
desk in front of the Chief. 

“This may yield us information, 
sir,” he said, “if you will pass it to 
the labs for tests and examination.” 
He went on to tell the President of 
the events inside Computer Centre 
and the Chief's face went graye. 

“The same sort of disobedience 
is spreading throughout the city,” 
he said. “We are getting reports of 
small revolts by Labour-Robs, 
sabotage by Pilot-Robs and de- 
fiance by Domestic-Robs. And this 
all began after we announced the 
census that you demanded.” 

“Are there any results yet, sir?” 
asked Magnus, and the President 
looked grim and laughed a sardonic 
laugh, 

“Figures from Computer Centre 
received today,” he said, “reveal 
nothing at all unusual. The Robs 
are all apparently correctly num- 
bered as our records show, with no 





duplications. But we have a smaller 
computer here below Civic Centre, 
not cybernetic but operated by 
humans. What a story that tells! We 
have approximately four times as 
many Robs in North Am as our 
records show!” 

“Phew!” whistled Magnus. He 
thought a while. “Are the Pol-Robs 
involved?” 

“Thank heaven, no,” said the 
President smiling. “The figures for 
them are exact. Actual counts tally 
with recorded numbers.” 

“Right, sir,” said Magnusenergeti- 
cally. “I’m on my way to Pol-Rob 
HQ, I'd be glad to know the results 
of tests on that queer thing there, 
sir.” 


IS aircar carried him swiftly 
He the zone where Pol-Rob 

was situated and he was 
greeted cordially by the Commis- 
sioner in his office. “The riots!” 
said Magnus at once. “The out- 
bursts of disobedience! All over the 
city, the Chief tells me.” 

“Yes, that’s true enough,” the 
Commissioner replied thoughtfully. 
“Tl admit I’m puzzled by it. But 
you know, the Robs they’re turning 
out these days are so refined and 
sophisticated that a chap might be 
excused for thinking them more 
than half-human. When you work 
with them, you feel this.” 

The words sent a faint chill 
through Magnus. More than half- 
human! He remembered the hatred 
he had seen in the eyes of the Robs 
he had fought in Computer Centre. 
Never before had he seen signs of 
any emotions in the electronic eye- 
sockets of any Robs. Was some- 
thing entirely new beginning to rear 
its head in the city of North Am? 

His aircar was taken care of by 
his Personal-Rob when he arrived 
at his apartment in the clouds above 
the city. He spoke to it at once. 
“Have you heard the news, M2? 
The news from the city, I mean?” 

The Rob looked at him and 
shook its head. But, in that instant, 
Magnus glimpsed something he had 
never seen there before. “The- 
meaning-of-the-master-is-unclear-to- 
me,” the Rob replied. Magnus 
shrugged and watched it garage the 
aircar. 

He rested on his couch and 
waited. He could hear the Domestic- 
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Robs at their tasks for a while and 
then there was silence when they 
had finished. He strained his ears to 
listen and then a slight, metallic 
chinking told him that one Rob, at 
least, was abroad. Silently, he got 
up and went to the door. It was his 
own Personal-Rob on its way along 
the passage to the garage. Stealthily, 
Magnus followed and he saw M2 
climb into the aircar and activate 
the infra-red beam that opened the 
garage door to the outside. Like a 
wraith Magnus climbed into the 
back of the aircar and pulled a rug 
over him. The aircar whooshed 
from the platform of the 25th floor 
and headed outwards across the 
city. 

The gigantic city of North Am in 
AD 4000 stretched from coast to 
coast of the continent and the air- 
car sped swiftly westward above the 
pointing, cloud-topped towers, 
heading for the ocean. 
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Over the tumbled sea flashed the 
aircar, and Magnus saw that the 
cover was coming over the open top 
of the vehicle. The aircar was either 
headed for outer space or it was 
going into the sea! Whichever it 
was, he had to be on the alert, so 
he stayed quiet and unmoving. 

The aircar swooped downwards 
towards the sea. Green depths 
appeared at the windows and still 
the aircar dived. At last it stopped 
and levelled out on the ocean floor; 
a huge square building appeared 
and the aircar slid into a water-lock. 

Magnus knew he was on to 
something much bigger than any of 
the humans in North Am had sus- 
pected. This place was new; it must 
haye been built by the Robs un- 
known to their masters. A thought 
came to him in the nick of time. 
This place, built by Robs for Robs 
alone, would be an airless vacuum! 
Quickly he reached into a rear com- 


partment for a space-helmet and 
clapped it over his head. 

Outside the windows the water- 
level was going down and then the 
lock was clear of water and M2 
stepped out. The interior of the 
water-lock was lighted and several 
Robs waited. Magnus was in- 
terested to see that there were Com- 
puter-Robs among the Sea-Robs. 

“J - have - come - as - directed,” 
said M2, “I - have - brought - with - 
me - Magnus - the - great - Rob - 
fighter - of - North - Am. With - 
him - in - your - hands - Super- 
Rob’s - plans - go - forward - with - 
no - hindrance.” 

Magnus realised that his Per- 
sonal-Rob had known of his 
presence in the aircar all along. Its 
electronic senses had warned it of 
his presence. “We - go - at - once - 
to - Super-Rob,” said one of the 
Computer-Robs. “Take - him - and - 
hold - him - well.” 

Magnus was dragged from the 
aircar. He made no struggle; it 
would be useless to do so until he 
had penetrated to the heart of this 
deadly conspiracy. With _ steel 
hands, they dragged him along the 
passages of the underwater city and 
then they were in the presence of 
Super-Rob. 


throne and it glowed with a 

lambent light. Magnus knew at 
once that this Rob was highly 
radioactive, Such a Rob had never 
been made by humans. He saw rows 
and rows of tables with Robs lying 
on them, and Medic-Robs working 
round them. Crates near by held 
thousands of small flat boxes like 
the one he had handled. It did not 
take him long to figure that the 
boxes were the control units that 
enabled Super-Rob to maintain its 
iron hold over the Robs. 

“Rob M2,” came in crackling 
tones from the huge Rob on the 
throne. “You - have - done - well - 
and - you - will - be - rewarded.” 

Magnus’s Personal-Rob stood be- 
fore the throne. “I - wish - no - 
reward - Master - other - than - to - 
serve - you. Give - me - the - box - 
and - I- am - content.” 

“You - shall - have - your - wish - 
M2,” grated Super-Rob. “Take - 
him - to - an - operating-table. Now - 
for - you - Magnus. You - would - 


Gene ane sat on a great 


make - a - census? You - would - in- 
vade - the - sanctum - from - which - 
I - rule - all - Robs - through - my - 
obedient-computer? It - would - 
have - done - you - little - good. I - 
am - now - invincible. The - death- 
knell - is - sounded - for - all - 
humans - in - North - Am.” 

“You have forgotten one thing,” 
said Magnus steadily, looking into 
the glittering eyes of this gigantic 
10-foot Rob, of no classification, 
but labelled AAA. “The Pol-Robs 
are not controlled by you and they 
are converging on this place, led by 
a locator beam on my aircar. I 
alerted them before I left North 
Am.” 

“Humans - lie - all - the - time,” 
crackled AAA. “You - have - not - 
alerted - the - Pol-Robs - and - there - 
is - no - locator - beam - on - your - 
aircar. You - are - helpless - in - my - 
power.” 

Magnus was silent. It looked as 
though all hope for North Am had 
gone. The great city-continent lay 
helpless before the might and 
malice of this enigmatic Super-Rob! 

It sat upon a throne which glit- 
tered like diamonds but Magnus 
knew that it was not diamonds that 
glittered but radium! This Rob 
had discovered some new and un- 
known power of the radioactive 
element and was gaining control 
gradually over the brains of all 
Robs. 

He saw the Robs on the tables 
being operated on, and then he saw 
his own Personal-Rob, M2, lie 
down and he knew he must act at 
once or never. That control box 
would be inserted into M2 and 
thereafter it would be the slave of 
AAA. He had but the one possible 
ally in this eerie place on the ocean 
floor. 

Magnus leaped towards that 
table but was brought up by an 
invisible force-barrier, and the eyes 
of AAA, on the radium throne, glit- 
tered. “Your - power - is - finished - 
Magnus. When - I - say - the - word - 
your - helmet - will - break - and - 
you - will - be - shot - out - into - 
the - water - two - miles - down.” 

“M2,” shouted Magnus. “This 
Rob is an evil one. Humans are 
your friends; they made you and 
they care for you.” 

M2 hesitated on the edge of the 
table. Its master called! Its brain 


was still divided. Whatever rays of 
persuasion that AAA had been 
radiating to soften up Robs before 
the insertion of the white boxes 
which would enslave them for ever, 
had not completed its work. Mag- 
nus saw M2 stagger and then stand 
upright. Its glowing eyes looked 
across at him and it took a step. 


N its throne, AAA gave a 
QO harsh crackle of rage and its 

metal hand lifted from the 
switches on the arms of the throne. 
That was all Magnus needed. He 
had calculated that once the atten- 
tion of AAA was distracted the 
barrier-beam would go down. 

He launched himself across the 
space and grasped the arm of AAA. 
With his other steel-like fist he 
smashed into the brain-cases of the 
Medic-Robs attempting to restrain 
his Personal-Rob. 

With M2 behind him, Magnus 
then fought the battle of his life. 
The broken frames of the Medic- 
Robs grew round him. Seizing two, 
he smashed their heads together. 
Then the Soldier-Robs came with 
their electronic weapons and it 


looked as though this was the end. 

But, suddenly, he saw AAA rise 
from its throne and face the 
entrance to its throne-room as into 
the room poured a regiment of Pol- 
Robs. At their head was Leeja 
Clane, helmet over her head. With a 
cry of gladness she ran to Magnus. 

“You are safe, thank heaven,” 
she cried, “That little box you 
brought in gave us the clue; it was 
keyed in to the location of this 
place. Then the Pol-Rob Commis- 
sioner warned me. He had one 
faithful Rob-ally down here which 
had been unable to report to him 
until today. It gave us the co- 
ordinates of this place before it 
stopped reporting—evidently dis- 
covered and destroyed. 

“Now let us return together. The 
Pol-Robs will break up this awful 
place. Their cars are in the water- 
lock where yours is. Come, I will 
pilot your aircar.” 

“No!” came the resolute, grating 
tones of M2, “I - will - pilot - the - 
master - and - the - lady. My - sick- 
ness - is - gone - and - I - know - 
that - my - only - contentment - is - 
in - serving - my - master - Magnus.” 
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BEING BIGGER, HE IS ABLE TO 
STEAL THE LEOPARDS DINNER, 
BUT SUCH LUCK IS RARE ~~ 


THE MOST TERRIFYING THING IN THE JUNGLE ~~ A 
i NEW MAN-EATER # 


AGAIN DRIVEN BY HUNGER, He GOES 
NEAR THE HUMANS WHOM 
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Saying a mouthful—or catching fish nature's way, A pelican takes A witch-woman of the Karamojong in Uganda, 
fish off the surface of the water in north-east Africa. She threatened the cameraman with the evil eye! 


Television camera teams have 

made many safaris in Africa for 

the Survival wild life series. Here 

are some of the pictures they 
brought back. 





i) Miata 





Actually, this perch 
was caught by TV pro- 
ducer Aubrey Buxton. 





Catching fish native style. Watched by his small son, a Turkana tribesman The Karamojong are tough warriors 
prepares his fishing basket on the shores of Lake Rudolf in Kenya. —all of them six feet tall and fit. 
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IANTOR, the old elephant, 
was happy that morning as, 
with Tarzan, Lord of the 
Jungle, on his neck, he crashed 
through the deep woods, trumpet- 
ing his delight that the white man 
who had been his friend for so 
many years had chosen him as his 
mount on this expedition into a part 
of the great forest which seemed to 
be strangely empty of wild life. 

“It seems we are alone today, 
Tantor,” said Tarzan, and Tantor 
gave an extra high shrill scream at 
the sound of his voice. Tarzan 
looked about him curiously. The 
trees were thick and tall and the 
light seemed to be failing. As it was 
just an hour after dawn, this was 
odd. 

It was one of the things that had 
led Tarzan to make this safari. 
Many strange stories had come out 


of this country. It was said to be 
always night-time here, though how 
this could be was beyond Tarzan. 
Also, it was said that the beasts 
gave this part of the jungle a wide 
berth. 

But as he watched, he saw that 
one animal, at least, was present. 
This was a huge lion with a yellow 
hide and black mane, one of the 
tribe of Numa. The big cat was 
hunting alone as usual and he was 
sniffing the air with head held high. 
Something like a cloud of darkness 
lay ahead. 

Tarzan watched curiously and 
saw the lion arrive at a small bare 
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patch where several large stumps of 
trees broken by a tempest lay in a 
jumbled heap beneath the dark 
cloud. The lion leaped up on to the 
pile of trunks and then disappeared! 

Club in hand and bow at back, 
Tarzan slid down Tantor’s trunk to 
the earth and stood not six feet 
away from where the lion had been. 
He squatted and broke off a low 
branch from the nearest bush, 
snapped the branch into three 
pieces and threw one piece on top 
of the pile of logs. Like the beast, 
the stick vanished! Twice more he 
tried and each time the wood dis- 
appeared. 
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Then his whole being was chilled 
by something horrifyingly impos- 
sible. His right arm, from finger- 
tips to elbow, had vanished! He felt 
no pain and there was no blood. He 
worked the missing fingers and felt 
them move but saw nothing. He 
drew the arm back and there it was 
again, as whole and sound as 
before. 

He called Tantor and the great 
pachyderm lumbered forward. 
“Shift wood,” said Tarzan, and the 
elephant wrapped its trunk round 
one of the stumps. He lifted it and 
then both trunk and stump 
vanished as Tarzan’s hand had 
done. 

But Tantor, feeling no pain, dis- 
regarded the strange event and went 
on shifting the timber. A large 
black hole appeared, a hole large 
enough for Tantor to enter and, 
without hesitation, Tarzan climbed 
on to Tantor’s neck and urged him 
towards the hole. Trumpeting his 
defiance at all things visible and 
invisible, Tantor lumbered forward 
into that unnatural darkness. 

The hole did not go straight 
down but curved slightly down- 
wards into inky darkness. The 
tunnel was short and Tarzan 
could see not the slightest sign of 
light. Then, quite suddenly, they 
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came out into a flood of light. 

The jungle was still there but it 
was no longer the jungle Tarzan 
knew, This was a new world, a 
world of which he had never 
dreamed, even though it seemed to 
be dreamlike. 


furthest distance he could see in 

any direction was shrouded in 
mist, A mile from where Tantor 
stood, swamp began and thinned 
out until it became a lake. The 
jungle spread round each side of 
the water and into the distance 
beyond. 

Tarzan drew in his breath. What 
a jungle! Never in his wildest 
imaginings had he pictured trees 
like these. Even the tallest trees in 
the jungles he knew were dwarfs to 
these monsters. To his surprise he 
saw that many of them were not 
trees at all but would be better de- 
scribed as gigantic ferns! 

Then he saw moyement and for 
a moment wondered if his eyes 
were deceiving him as a strange 
creature passed in front of him. It 
was a lizard but a new one to Tar- 
zan. What a size this lizard was! It 
must be all of six feet long and, un- 
like any lizard he had ever seen be- 


[« was a broad valley and the 





fore, it walked on its two hind legs. 
He unslung his bow. 

But he had reckoned without 
Numa, the big cat which had gone 
before them into this strange land. 
A growl of thunder and the tawny 
body hurtled across and landed on 
the back of the strange walking 
lizard. Then began a struggle such 
as even Tarzan had scarcely seen, 
The lizard had turned its large head 
in sudden rage and the multiple 
rows of needle-sharp teeth began to 
tear the lion’s hide. Numa hung on, 
fangs and claws buried in the skin 
of the creature. Then the huge, long 
tail of the odd beast lashed round 
and the lion was knocked from the 
back of its prey. 

That ignominious blow roused 
Numa to heights of rage. Tossing 
his head from side to side, snarling 
and roaring out a challenge to the 
foe, he launched himself on to 
the creature’s back again—but the 
lizard repeated its previous 
manceuvre. The big lizard was 
facing the lion with its jaws gaping 
and its teeth flashing and screaming 
its defiance. 

It came to Tarzan that Numa 
had met his match and Numa was 
one of his own. He pulled back the 
bowstring and the arrow sped to 
pierce the skull of the strange 



















































































































































































lizard. It toppled to the ground and 
Numa, with an ungrateful snarl at 
Tarzan, crept on his belly towards 
the meat. Tarzan laughed. 

Tantor was also obeying the call 
of hunger. He was browsing on the 
lower foliage of the great trees 
when the leaves parted and a huge 
head looked out at Tantor. Tarzan 
knew he was seeing yet another 
strange species of wild life. 

This was a mammoth! About 14 
or 15 feet high, it was covered with 
long coarse hair and its slender 
tusks curved out to 10 feet in 
length. The ears were small and 
Tantor, as his eyes saw the beast, 
flapped his own sail-like ears in 
derision. 

“That’s your ancestor, Tantor,” 
laughed Tarzan. But there were no 
mammoths alive on Earth; they had 
all perished millions of years ago 
in the Ice Age. Whence came this 
monster out of his time? 


E looked round again and 
He at the sky. If he was ina 

vast cavern, where did the 
light come from? And the heat? It 
was steaming with hot dampness 
and the steam was continually 
rising from the swamp and the lake. 
Then came his greatest surprise. 





a. 2 . 


There was a sun in the sky! A vast 
yellow ball larger than the sun he 
knew, it was pouring down torrid 
tays on this land, which could be 
none other than the world in the 
Jurassic era, the Age of Reptiles! 

How he had been transported, 
he and Tantor and Numa, all those 
millions of years back through 
Time, he had no idea. Well, the 
jungle was the jungle and they were 
used to living there. It might be a 
little more formidable and a lot 
more dangerous but they would 
survive. 

The two huge pachyderms were 
regarding each other with caution. 
Tantor had never seen one of his 
own species like this monster and 
the mammoth had never seen the 
like of Tantor, With trunks held 
out stiffly, they eyed one another. 

If he really was back in the 
Jurassic Age, there would be very 
much that was fascinating to see. 
There would be no beasts such as 
he knew. Tantor and Numa would 
be the only representatives of 
modern wild life which would be 
here, Everything else would belong 
to species which had long been ex- 
tinct. It was a unique opportunity 
and Tarzan counted his arrows. 
Whatever else this old world was, it 
would be violent. Death would 


walk along every track and Tarzan 
knew that he would be about the 
smallest, most insignificant living 
being in that world. 

“Come, Tantor,” he called. 
“Leave your grandfather. He 
doesn’t seem keen to fraternise. 
We'll go exploring, old fellow.” 

Willingly, Tantor lumbered over 
to him and, picking him up, settled 
him on his neck. With a last defiant 
trumpet he ambled away and the 
mammoth gave a shrill scream in 
farewell. 

“You know, Tantor, old friend,” 
said Tarzan. “Big as you are, I’m 
afraid that even you are in for a 
thin time here. This is, or was, an 
age of size! That lizard, an Allo- 
Saurus, that Numa is feasting on, is 
one of the smallest. Of course, 
there’s the element of surprise. 
They won’t know what we are but 
we do know what they are. Now, 
look, there’s a specimen for you. 
Good thing we're upwind from that 
creature.” 

Among the giant ferns was 
moving a great head, all of 50 feet 
from the ground. It was six feet in 
length and the gaping jaws were 
equipped with multiple rows of six- 
inch stiletto teeth. “That’s a meat- 
eater, old chum. Tyranosaurus 
rex, if I’m not mistaken. Don’t ever 
disagree with him, Tantor.” 


movement and noise. It would 

be a hungry world, Tarzan 
thought. For beasts to grow to such 
enormous sizes they must be for- 
ever eating. The herbivores would 
strip the trees and the carnivores 
would eat the vegetarians. 

Tantor ambled along the narrow 
shore of the lake and Tarzan sus- 
pected that the wise old elephant 
was reluctant to penetrate that mys- 
terious fern forest. He could see 
great sea-serpents moving lazily just 
beneath the water, their snouts out 
of the water, while above them 
wheeled and soared many leathery- 
winged, tooth-jawed bird-reptiles 
which would be _pterodactyls. 
Several of these wheeled close to 
the pair and Tarzan saw the fierce 
eyes of the creatures whose descen- 
dants were birds. 

Tantor heard it first and his ears 
flapped forward and his trunk went 


|: was a place of constant 
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up. He did not trumpet but one old 
eye looked round at Tarzan. Away 
off in the forest they heard a torrent 
of noise; screams and roars the like 
of which they had never heard. 
There was action over there and 
Tarzan was determined to see what 
it was. He hefted his club and beat 
old Tantor over the head with it. 
The gentle tickle that Tantor felt 
only half persuaded him. He turned 
towards the forest and stood a mo- 
ment. The club came down again 
and he moyed, slowly and lumber- 
ingly, into the dense growth. 

This was surely a fight to end 
fights, thought the man, with new 
awe. The two towering creatures 
were tearing each other to pieces. 
They were two huge specimens of 
the brontosaur called thunder 
lizards! They were in the region of 
60 feet long and each time a gigan- 
tic foot pounded the earth it was 
with all the force of 30 or 40 tons! 
These were beasts that normally 
went on four feet but now they 
were standing to fight each other 
with their jaws and their forelegs. 

Hideous muzzles were roaring 
hate and defiance at each other and 
little red eyes were alight with 


bloodlust. The ground trembled 
under the pounding of their mighty 
feet while their tails, forever sweep- 
ing round in search of the foe, were 
mowing down the ferns like scythes. 
The din of their roaring and 
screaming made the jungle air 
tremble. 

One was gaining the ascendancy, 
Tarzan could see clearly. It stood 
off a few feet and the huge head 
snapped in and out while the tail 
lashed round and hammered the 
dying brute. Then the victor, jaws 
open, almost swallowed the huge 
head of the vanquished, 

Tarzan, following the battle with 
rapt attention, was thunderstruck 
to see that on the ground not far 
away there cowered two animals, 
two small fur-clad things. The enor- 
mous thunder lizard roared its vic- 
tory to the skies, its red eyes aflame 
with triumph. It fell to all-fours and 
began to peer round. To Tarzan it 
was obvious it was looking for 
those two small living things. 

Instantly his bow was out and an 
arrow strung. It hit the brontosaur 
in the neck and scarcely halted the 
thing. The next was aimed for the 
heart and was released before Tar- 





zan realised that he didn’t know 
where the brute’s heart would be. 
He remembered he had learned 
somewhere that these prehistoric 
beasts—the largest and heaviest 
creatures which had ever trodden 
the Earth—did not have just one 
nerve-centre in the head, but several 
in different parts of their huge 
bodies. 

But he had not time to experi- 
ment for the titan had turned its 
long neck and had seen him. Again 
it stood up on its hind legs and 
roared out its bestial challenge. 
Tarzan rained arrow after arrow 
into that monstrous lizard before an 
arrow pierced the skull. By then it 
was only 20 feet from where they 
were. 

Tantor lumbered backwards, his 
scream seeming puny before that 
mighty roar. A dozen great ferns 
were crushed when the brute fell at 
last. 


ARZAN got down from his 

elephant and approached the 

two small creatures. He had 
seen no apes or monkeys in this 
strange land and he was welcoming 
a sight of some. They were about 
four feet in height, stood on their 
hind legs and were half-covered 
with a thick coat of rough brown 
hair. Their faces were ape-like, with 
jutting jaws and eyebrow ridges, 
Their teeth . . . he stopped, amazed. 
These creatures were men! 

They shambled towards him and 
bowed their heads in the dust before 
him. They drew stone knives from 
the thongs at their middles and laid 
them at his feet. He spoke to them, 
marvelling at this strange experi- 
ence of meeting remote ancestors 
of his own kind. He knew that these 
were Stone Age cavemen and that 
some would survive the Ice Age by 
moving in droves to the hot 
equatorial regions as the ice spread 
from the Pole. He spoke to them 
and they leaped back in terror. 
They uttered grunts and high 
whistling noises but he could make 
out no words. 

They saw Tantor and their fears 
lessened. The old elephant was 
enough like their familiar mam- 
moth to bring them comfort. Again 
they bowed their heads before the 
amused Tarzan and he wondered 
just what they made of his white 


skin, straight tall body and his bow 
and arrows. 

Then he heard more grunts and 
whistles and a dozen or so of the 
creatures appeared. Some stood 
rooted, staring at Tarzan and 
Tantor, while others, seeing the two 
dead brontosaurs, circled round 
chattering and screeching their 
amazement. Some carried clubs of 
wood, others rough stone axes. 
Some—the females these would be 
—had skin bags on their backs, 
holding their young. 

Tantor lifted Tarzan up to his 
neck again and the screeching rose. 
One man led the way and the whole 
mob crept through the jungle to 
escort Tarzan like royalty. 

Tarzan smiled when he saw the 
village of the cavemen. It was a 
small stockade, What a pitiful life 
these poor ape-men ancestors must 
lead. In the midst of these ferocious 
and enormous lizards, every one a 
deadly menace, they managed to 
survive in the stockade, protected 
by enormous trees, proof against 
even a thunder lizard. He got down 
and they all entered, even Tantor, 
for it was no part of Tarzan’s plans 
to leave Tantor outside. 

The ape-men made much of him 
and he ate and drank. The food was 
flesh of some sort, rabbit or hare, 
he thought, and raw and bleeding. 
This was no hardship to Tarzan, 
and the water, though brackish, was 
balm to his thirst. Tantor browsed 
on the great leaves overhanging the 
stockade and their problems of sus- 
tenance were solved if he stayed 
with this little tribe. 


wise. Sleeping on skins that 
night with his ape-men ,com- 
panions snoring round him, Tarzan 
was awakened by the shrill trumpet- 
ing of Tantor outside the inner 
stockade. Going at once, he saw 
over the top of the outer stockade 
the most ferocious head he had 
ever seen. Its little eyes were glint- 
ing in the moonlight and frightful 
teeth were gnashing together. The 
outer stockade trembled and 
creaked and a few of the logs were 
forced loose. Under the attack of 
Tyranosaurus rex even the stoutest 
barricade was not proof! 
The ape-men had woken and, 
with shrill grunts, were gathering 


B UT Fate had planned it other- 





their crude weapons. All the 
females and the young were 
crammed into the inner stockade 
while all the males prepared to do 
battle with this fearsome king of 
lizards. Tarzan knew that his 
arrows were useless and he sig- 
nalled to Tantor. The wise old 
beast picked him up and he settled 
into the crook behind the ears. 

He was closer to the titanic head 
and the jaws gaped for his flesh. He 
raised the club and its great knob 
came down on that evil, flat head. 
The blow seemed to affect the beast 
for it halted a moment, then the 
gigantic feet thundered on the 
ground and the stockade began to 
crumble. Doubtless the tribe had 
moyed on many times under this 
sort of attack. 


Tarzan raised the club again and 
into the blow he put every ounce of 
his strength. This time he was more 
successful. The brute stopped, its 
eyes flaming surprise and fury. This 
was the time for audacity. Knife in 
hand, he crawled head-first out 
along Tantor’s extended trunk and 
put himself within three feet of that 
weaving titanic head. 

His hand struck out and the knife 
sliced through the tough flesh and 
the dinosaur fell back, roaring. Its 
thrashings of agony were like an 
earthquake. 

Inside the stockade, Tarzan saw 
that he and Tantor were alone and 
his lips curled in contempt. Fine 
friends these ape-men had turned 
out. After he had rescued them and 
been their guest . . . ah, well, it 
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would be millions of years before 
they were men. He clouted Tantor 
over the head. “Let’s see if we can 
find the way home, old pal. If we 
stay here, we're never going to get 
any sleep. Now, Tantor, exercise 
that fabulous memory of yours. 
Lead us back to Numa.” 

The memory of the wise old 
pachyderm led them straight and 
true and they found the lion still 
feeding on the small dinosaur. He 
looked up as they approached and 
he smelled the blood that covered 
Tarzan. 

Tantor led them unerringly back 
to the spot where they had broken 
through into this nightmare world 
and searched with his trunk for a 
way out. Then Tarzan saw that half 
his trunk had vanished! The mys- 
terious door through the centuries 
was still open and he urged Tantor 
through it. Numa had deserted the 
unappetising lizard for the fresh 
blood scent and he loped after 
them. They all went through the 
dark tunnel and came out into a 
place they knew well. It was night 
in that old forest and a white moon 
sailed over the real trees. 

“Home again, Tantor,” laughed 
Tarzan. “That was no place for us. 
The beasts were too big and just a 
little bit too ferocious for us peace- 
loving jungle folk.” 





NORMAN VAUGHAN 
Teachers got less than a third of 
the pay rise they wanted, so in 
future they'll only teach mathem, 
geogr, Engl and handicr. 


STAN STENNETT 

Two caterpillars looked up and 
saw a beautiful butterfly fluttering 
above their heads. One turned to the 
other and said, “They’d never get 
me up in one of those things!” 


THE THREE MONARCHS 
A beggar stopped us in Oxford 
Street and asked us for 10 shillings 
for a cup of tea. We said, “Usually 
you chaps only ask threepence for 
a cup.” 

He said, “I know that, but I’m 
putting all my begs in one ask it!” 


JOHN HANSON 

An Indian elephant broke off his 
romance with an African elephant 
because he found the trunk calls 
too expensive! 





MORECOMBE & WISE 
Ernie: “Have you ever been to 
Africa?” 
Eric: “I was posted there in the 
Army,” 
Ernie: “Well, what was it like?” 
Eric: “I don’t know. I couldn’t 
get out of the envelope!” 





DES O’CONNOR 
A Scottish soldier in a kilt fell 
asleep in a train and woke to find 
an old lady staring at him. “Young 
man,” she said, “would you mind 
telling me what that thing is in your 
lap.” 
“That’s ma sporran,” he said. 
“Oh,” she said, “I’ve been trying 
to feed it biscuits for the last half- 


1 


hour! 


DICKIE HENDERSON 
A human being to-a flea is just 
another good dinner! 





HARRY SECOMBE 
A rent collector who called at a 
house was greeted by a small girl. 
“Is your mother in?” he asked. 
“She’s out,” was the reply. 
“Is your father in?” he asked. 
“He’s out too,” said the girl. 
“Well, can I come in and sit by 
the fire until they get back?” asked 
the rent man. 
“No, that’s out too,” retorted the 
girl. 


JOE (Mr Piano) HENDERSON 
Definition of a fire-eater: a man in- 
tent on making a fuel of himself. 


ROY CASTLE 
On a train, a little man kept tear- 
ing bits off his newspaper, rolling 
them into balls and throwing them 
out of the window. I asked him 
why. 

“It keeps the elephants off the 
tracks,” he said. 





I pointed out there were no 
elephants about. 
“Effective, isn’t it?” he said. 


KEN DODD 
I complained to a waiter in a 
restaurant that there was a snail in 
my meat pie and chips. 

“That’s fat,” he said. 

I said, “It ought to be. It’s eaten 
all the meat!” 


BOB MONKHOUSE 
A dictionary is the only place 
where Success comes before Work. 


MIKE YARWOOD 
Beatnik to barber: “Didn’t I have 
you last time I was here?” 

Barber: “How would I know? 
I’ve only been open three years!” 


HYLDA BAKER 

She’s such a big-mouth. She went 
swimming one day, thought she 
was drowning, opened her mouth 
to call for help—and some fellow 
paddled a canoe into it! 





MIKE & BERNIE WINTERS 
A man went to a psychiatrist and 
told him, “I keep forgetting what 
I’ve just said.” 

“Ah,” said the doctor, thought- 
fully. “How long has this been 
troubling you?” 


“How long has what been 


troubling me?” said the man. 


JOAN TURNER 

Hear about the fire at the soap 
factory? The walls fell in with a 
thickening sud! 
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Hq LOUOLETNGA? 


THE PEACEFUL 






THOSE BRAVES ARE 
MAKING FOR THAT 
STRAGGLING WAGON, | #7 
SILVER! LETS GO, 
BIG FELLOW! 








YOU'RE UNARMED 
MR. PACE! KEEP 
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AS LEADER OF THE WAGON 
TRAIN, L FEEL RESPONSIBLE 
FOR EVERYONE HERE! IM 
GOING WITH YOU ! 





BS. / BUTT DON'T WANT 





YOU TO FIRE! I NEVER 
LET GO OF MY BELIEVE IN USING 
ARM SO T CAN . FORCE! p= 


FIRE! ” 
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AND IF WE ARE 
ATTACKED BY 
PA. INDIANS ? 


YOUR SHOT IN THE AIR 
SEEMS TO HAVE BEEN 
EFFECTIVE ENOUGH! 


ONE SHOT IN THE AIR 
SCARED OFF THOSE BRAVES! 
IAM SURE YOU CAN FINDA 
WAY TO AVOID FIGHTING 
IF YOU REALLY TRY! 


I DONT BELIEVE IN UNNECESSARY 
VIOLENCE, BUT SOMETIMES YOU 
MUST USE SOME FORCE TO AVOID 
GREATER VIOLENCE ! 


FAR ENOUGH! WE TELL | _~ 


KEMO SABAY WE FIND 


‘GOOD! A WAGON TRAIN 
COMES!T CAN SEE IT's DUST! 
HE WAS SCOUTING FOR IT, 
BUT DID NOT SEE WHAT WAS 
AHEAD AT THE PASS | THE 

PRIZE IS OURS! 
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GOOD! T'LL GET THE 
Boys TO SET UP THE 
BARRIER! RIDE UP TO UGH! THEN WE BE 
THE COMANCHE VILLAGE! SURE WAGONS MUST 
USE THIS PASS! 





TOLL ROAD /___BUT YOU CAN GO ON BY FOR YOU HEARD HIM,PACE ! LF NOT WHILE I'M 


= \ ONLY TWENTY-FIVE DOLLARS AWAGON ! WE DON'T WANT TO PAY, LEADING THIS 
i | WE'LL HAVE TO FIGHT! PARTY! A 


TWENTY-FIVE DOLLARS! 
THATS ROBBERY! 


WELL NEITHER PAY THEM I DONT FIGURE YOU WILL! YOU SEE, 
THEIR BLACKMAIL NOR FIGHT! THE ONLY WAY AROUND THIS VALLEY |S 
WE'LL GO AROUND THIS 5 oo THROUGH COMANCHE TERRITORY 
VALLEY AND AVOID THE = AND THEY DON'T TAKE ASHINE TO 

PASS COMPLETELY! : » | \\ SETTLERS CROSSING THEIR LAND! 
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HE MAY BE RIGHT, TM SURE WE 
PACE STHE COMANCHES CAN REASON WITH 
HAVE BEEN ATTACKING /] THEM!IM NOT 
ANY WHITES FOUND PAYING BLACKMAIL 
ON THEIR LAND! AND I'M NOT 

LETTING MY PEOPLE 


OUR ONLY HOPE WAS I'M NOT WORRIED! 
GOING THROUGH THEIR | THEY'LL LISTEN TO 
LAND BEFORE THEY REASON! WHEN WE 
COULD ORGANIZE A SEE THEM ILL TELL 
WAR PARTY!NOW ALL | THEM WHY THEY MUST 
CHANCE OF SURPRISE / PERMIT US THROUGH 
1S LosT! AND HOW WE ARE 
NO DANGER TO 
THEM ! 


STAY, KEMO SABAY! IF 
COMANCHES SEE HIM 
ALONE, MAYBE THEM NOT 
FIRE! IF YOU BOTH GO, 
THEM SEE YOU CARRY 


THE WAGONS MAKE A WIDE CIRCLE AROUND THE 
FOOTHILLS, AND AS THEY CAMP AT DUSK... 


SMOKE SAY 
COMANCHES 
SEE US! 


NEXT MORNING. .. TM UNARMED! 
THEY LL HEAR 
ME OUT! 


PACE,COME BACK! 
THEY'RE IN WARPAINT! 


NOW TO MAKE SURE 
THE PALEFACE DOES 
COMANCHES, NOT TALK HIS WAY 
LISTEN TO ME! 
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TONTO, RACE THAT 


WAGON TO PACE ! 


BANDAGING PACE, THE WAGONS HEAD BACK 
FOR THE PASS, AS ALL THE SETTLERS 
AGREE TO PAy... 


THAT'S RIGHT... 
NOW THE PRICE |S 
FIFTY DOLLARS 

A WAGON ! 


THAT'S IT, TONTO! 
GET THE WAGON 
BETWEEN PACE AND 
THE COMANCHES! 


—— 
ALL THE WAGONS. 
PULL BACK! 


TONTO, I RECOGNIZE THAT 
SADDLELESS HORSE ! THAT 
INDIAN WAS WITH THE 
COMANCHES BEFORE! HE 
FIRED AT PACE! HIS HORSE 
BEING AT BOTH PLACES 

GIVES ME AN IDEA! 

COVER ME! 


ys 


PITS 


KS 





LOOK! RED HAND 
RIDES SWIFTLY! HE 
MUST HAVE SOMETHING 

L US! 


TO TEU 





VES, BUTI TOOK RED 
HANDS HORSE SO I 
COULD GET INTO YOUR 
CAMP! I RAN HIM OFF 
THE WHITE MANS, 

TOLL STATION ! 





NOT CARE WHO RED HAND 
VISIT! BUT YOU DALEFACE 





n 


YOU DO NOT WANT SETTLERS TO CROSS YOUR LAND, HE TELLS YOU BECAUSE HE 
0O YOU? BROOKS KNOWS THAT AND USES YOU AS A THREAT \S IN WITH BROOKS! AS LONG AS 
TO FORCE THE SETTLERS TO PAY HIM TO AVOID YOUR THEIR TOLL STATION BARS THE 
LANDS! EVERY TIME THERE 'S A WAGON TRAIN COMING PASS, SETTLERS WOULD 
UP, DOES NOT RED HAND ALERT YOU? RATHER USE THE SHORT HIM-WHO-HIDES 
: | ROUTE THROUGH THE HIS FACE SPEAK 
PASS...BROOKS FORCES WITH WISE TONGUE! 
MANY HERE! 


YOU OUT THERE! WE SPOTTED 
WILL BE HERE ANY THOSE COMANCHES COMING 
MOMENT, TONTO!T THIS WAY! IF THEY TRY 
BELIEVE THEY WILL ANYTHING AGAINST US... 
MAKE BROOKS REMOVE PACE STOPS A BULLET! 
HIS BARRIER FOR GOOD! 


I CAN'T STOP THE COMANCHES! 
WE'LL HAVE TO TRY TO RUSH 
THE SHACK! 





THATS RIGHT! I REALIZED 
UNLESS I STOPPED THEM, | 
AFTER THEY SHOT YOU,THEY D 
OPEN FIRE ON THE COMANCHES 
AND PERHAPS START AN INDIAN 
WAR! THAT INCIDENT MADE ME 
REALIZE SOMETIMES YOU 
MUST USE SOME FORCE TO 
PREVENT GREATER 

BLOODSHED ! 


YOU CAN 
MAKE THE 
HOMESTEAD 
LAND ON YOUR 
OWN! THE PLACE 
IS NOT FAR 
BEYOND THE 

Pass! 


SENT BROOKS AND THING PUZZLES ME! 
HIS CREW PACKING | I SAW YOU...THE MAN 
THE WAY THROUGH IS WHO SAID HE’D NEVER 
CLEARED NOW! USE FORCE...STRIKE 
BROOKS! 


THERE THEY GO, BUT WE'D NEVER 
HAVE GOTTEN THROUGH THE PASS 
AND I'D NEVER CHANGED MY 
VIEWS IF IT WEREN'T FOR THE 


LONE RANGER ! 
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THE MAN FROM 





“EVERGLADES 


HE high-powered car sped 

along a paved road through 

the swamps, past a notice 
which said: Everglades National 
Park, Florida. For your safety and 
for the safety of the wild creatures, 
the speed limit in the park is 45 
miles an hour. 

A Thunderbird convertible 
passed the same spot seconds later 
and Napoleon Solo glanced at Illya 
Kuryakin, sitting relaxed behind 
the wheel. “We're exceeding the 
speed limit by about 30 miles an 
hour!” he murmured. 

Illya said nothing. The high- 
powered chase needed all his skill 
as a driver. The Tamiami Trail was 
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one of the few paved roads leading 
across a vast wilderness at the 
southernmost tip of Florida and all 
around was water, with sea and sky 
blending in the distance. 

Ahead they saw the THRUSH 
car, dangerously near the edge of 
the swamp. Napoleon eased his gun 
from his pocket and began to 
assemble the two-piece barrel that 
incorporated a two-stage silencer 
and flash arrester. 

“Hold it, Napoleon!” warned 
Illya. “Risky to shoot at this dis- 
tance. We’ve got to make sure—for 
Sardow’s sake. Hold on, I’m going 
to give her all she’s got!” He pressed 
the gas pedal to the floor. 


As they began to overhaul their 
quarry, Napoleon leaned out of his 
seat, catching the heavy scents of 
tropical vegetation, mingled with 
those of birds and animals. 

Blam! There was a spurt of flame 
from the back window of the 
THRUSH car and a bullet ham- 
mered the red convertible. 
Napoleon ducked but raised his 
head just in time to see a white 
bundle hurtle from the door of the 
car ahead. It hit the water and 
began to sink. 

Illya put his foot on the brake 
and the two men were jerked for- 
ward against their safety-belts as 
the convertible screeched to a halt. 
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They unclipped their belts and 
dived out of the car. As they ran to 
the edge of the water, Napoleon 
said, “You think it’s Sardow?” 

His companion was taking off his 
jacket. “Could be,” he agreed. “We 
can’t take any risks.” 

“Risks!” the other echoed. “Do 
you realise there are alligators in 
these waters?” 

Illya kicked off his shoes. “Stand 
by to give me some cover then, 
Here goes!” He slapped the surface 
in a racing dive and his powerful 
crawl stroke took him rapidly to 
the spot where the bundle had 
vanished. Then he headed down. 
The water was clear and Illya had 
no difficulty locating the bundle. 
Feeble movements were going on 
inside the covering! 

He fumbled for his knife and 
began to slash at the rope which 
bound the sack. The water slowed 
his movements and his lungs were 
bursting. But suddenly the rope 
parted, the sack opened and a man’s 
groping hands emerged. 

With desperate haste Illya freed 
the drowning man, then, grabbing 
him by the collar, he struck out for 
the surface. 

A frantic yell from his fellow 
agent roused Illya. 

Forging towards him was a giant 
alligator! 

The huge creature bore down on 
him. Ilya struck out wildly for the 
road, one hand grasping Sardow’s 
collar. 

Solo was kneeling to steady his 
aim with the gun. 

Blam... blam... blam! 

The shots were dead on target, 
yet the effect was as if they had 
been fired from a pea-shooter. 

The alligator opened its mouth. 
Illya had a glimpse of huge, sharp 
teeth and a menacing maw. He 
rolled to one side, dragging Sardow 
with him . . . shoved him towards 
the bank. Then he snatched out his 
knife and turned to face the 
monster. 

The open jaws rushed at him. 
He trod water and hurled the knife 
into them with all his might. The 
creature writhed in agony, lashing 
its leathery tail. Illya made a des- 
perate bid to dodge those terrible 
blows but suddenly the creature’s 
tail hit him on the side of the 
head... 


\ X JHEN  Illya recovered 
consciousness, he found 
himself lying propped up 
against the convertible. His fellow 
agent was bending over him, bath- 
ing a wound on the side of his head. 
He sat up quickly and stared 
around, “Where’s Sardow?” 

Napoleon patted his shoulder. 
“Don’t excite yourself. He’s okay. 
I’ve got him stretched out on the 
back seat.” 

Illya came slowly to his feet. 
“Ooh!” he groaned. “What a crack 
that monster gave me. What was it, 
Napoleon?” 

His friend hesitated. “Well, it 
looked like an alligator but I never 
saw or heard of one that size be- 
fore. It was fantastic; the bullets 
just bounced off its hide! I was 
lucky to get you out.” 

Illya was looking down at the 


man he had rescued from the Ever- 
glades. “If THRUSH were willing 
to throw Sardow to the crocodiles, 
they must have got all the informa- 
tion they needed out of him.” 

Napoleon nodded and climbed 
into the car. “Come on,” he said. 
“We'll see if we can spot the 
THRUSH car.” He took the wheel, 
and they sped along the lonely road 
until Illya nudged his companion. 
“Another car coming towards us,” 
he said. 

“Tt’s one of the park rangers,” 
said Solo a moment later. 

They stopped and flagged down 
the approaching car. Napoleon 
said, “We were trying to catch up 
with a car that went this way half 
an hour ago...” 

The ranger shook his head, “No 
car went past me, sir. And I’ve 
been on the road all the time.” 





Then he noticed Sardow lying on 
the back seat of the convertible. 
“Someone in trouble?” he asked. 
“T can radio for the helicopter 
ambulance.” 

Napoleon dipped into his pocket 
and produced his identity card. He 
held it out. “I think you should call 
the helicopter right away.” 

The ranger read the identity 
card. “U.N.C.L.E. agents, eh? 
Glad to know you. I’m Ranger 
Carlin.” He moved smartly to- 
wards his car and picked up a 
microphone. 

As they waited for the aircraft, 
the agents gave Carlin a brief 
account of the chase and rescue. 
The ranger listened with astonish- 
ment, “A giant alligator? That’s a 
new one on me! The ’gator never 
grows bigger than about 20 feet.” 

“This one was three times that 
size,” said Napoleon. “My gun had 
no effect on it.” 

Carlin jerked a thumb towards 


the convertible. “Who is that 
man?” 

“A scientist—George Sardow,” 
said Illya. 


The ranger gave a start of sur- 
prise. “He’s been doing some kind 
of research down the Pay-Hay- 
Okee area. But who threw him into 
the Everglades?” 

“Members of THRUSH—a 
highly-organised world crime 
organisation,” explained Napoleon. 

There came the sound of an 
approaching plane. A flight of 
egrets rose startled from a nearby 
rookery and flew away. “Here 
comes Joe with the egg-beater,” 
said Carlin. 

The helicopter drifted down 
from a brilliant blue sky and 
settled on the road. 


HEY put Sardow on board 

and Napoleon said, “Joe, 

d’you think we might go with 
you? We’re interested in a car that 
vanished.” 

As the helicopter rose into the 
air, the pilot said, “You figure this 
car must have been taken off by 
boat, huh?” 

“Can you think of another ex- 
planation?” asked Illya. 

The pilot grinned. “Nope, But 
it would take a pretty big boat to 
carry a car, and no boat of that 
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size could get close enough to the 
Everglades. The water is too 
shallow.” 

They headed out towards the 
Gulf of Mexico. Below them lay 
the labyrinth of Ten Thousand 
Islands. 

“Hey; look there!” Suddenly 
Illya was pointing. Close in to the 
fretted coastline a craft was head- 
ing south. 

The helicopter dipped towards 
the sea. “It’s a hovercraft!” ex- 
claimed Joe. “No wonder it leaves 
no wake! It rides above the water.” 

“That’s how it was able to come 
inside the Everglades and pick up 
the THRUSH car,” added Illya. 

They were hovering over the 


other craft when two figures 
appeared on deck and one raised 
a gun. 


Blam! Even as the helicopter 
sideslipped, tossing its passengers 
to the floor, a bullet slammed 
through the tail. Joe righted his 
craft and stared over his shoulder 
at the hovercraft. “Don’t get within 
firing range again,” warned Napo- 
leon. “Can we follow them?” 

The pilot checked his fuel guage. 
“Not enough gas,” he said. “But 


when we get to the hospital we can 
get Park Headquarters to radio the 
Lostman’s River Patrol Station. 
They'll keep a look-out.” 

An hour later the agents were at 
the Park Headquarters in Home- 
stead, on the fringe of the open 


Everglades. With Sardow in 
hospital, they were able to relax 
over a meal until they were inter- 
rupted by the arrival of Ranger 
Carlin, 

“I brought in your car,” he told 
them. “And I called at the radio 
shack. They told me that the hover- 
craft has been seen heading for 
Florida Bay.” 

Illya pushed away his plate and 
stood up. He said, “We can check 
the bay later. Right now, I’d like to 
try and find out what Sardow was 
experimenting with. Will you take 
us to his place at Pay-Hay-Okee, 
Carlin?” 

The ranger nodded. And did. 
The shack which Sardow had used 
as a laboratory was raised up on 
stilts from the fresh-water sloughs. 
It was reached by a narrow plank 
bridge, but no sooner had Carlin 
set foot on the bridge than a shot 
rang out from the cabin. 
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I armen 


Carlin fell to the boardwalk “My 
arm!” he groaned. 

The agents had dropped to the 
boardwalk beside him. Illya raised 
his head cautiously and returned 
the fire. Blam! Blam! 

He crossed the plank bridge, 
crouching low and firing. As he 
dodged around the side of the 
shack, he heard the roar of an 
engine starting. It was followed by 
a hissing sound .. . 


of the cabin, Illya saw the 
hovercraft shooting away, its 
air-jets holding it above the saw- 
grass of the marsh. Two gunmen 
knelt on deck with automatic rifles. 
Illya took careful aim. Pow! One 
of the THRUSH men flung up his 
hands and rolled over. The other 
directed a withering fire at Illya, 
who hurled himself backwards. 
When he picked himself up, the 
hovercraft was out of sight behind 
one of the many hummocks. 
Napoleon came running up. “You 
okay, Illya?” 
He nodded. “I’m all right. How’s 
Carlin?” 


Porites round the corner 





“The bullet nicked his arm. It’s 
not bad,” said his companion. 
“Come on. He’s going to take us 
to where there’s one of those 
special boats they use on the Ever- 
glades. We can chase that hover- 
craft!” 

They sprinted back to the board- 
walk. Carlin, his arm bandaged and 
in a rough sling, was beckoning 
them to a strange-looking punt. 
Flat-bottomed, and with the engine 
and propeller cocked up high 
above the deck, it was ideally suit- 
ed to skimming the grasses and 
sedges that choked the channels. 

Illya took the controls. The wind 
from the propeller scattered his 
blond hair over his head. As he 
let in the clutch the skimming- 
craft shot forwards. They seemed 
about to run into one of the hum- 
mocks. But Illya swerved a few feet 
and the entrance to one of the 
hidden channels appeared. They 
skimmed through. Beyond was 
more open water, dotted with 
islands of sawgrass and trees. 

“It’s like a maze!” yelled Illya. 
“Which way does the sea lie?” 

Napoleon found a compass, 
checked, and pointed the direction. 


Illya opened the throttle, the whine 
of the propeller rose to a deafening 
howl and the punt almost leaped 
from the water. 

“Wow!” gasped Napoleon. And 
a moment later he yelled, “There 
they are!” 

The hovercraft was entering the 
labyrinth of Ten Thousand Islands. 
“Hold on!” yelled Ilya. 

He gave the boat full throttle. In 
and out of the islands they swerved. 
The THRUSH men opened fire but 
they had no hope of hitting such a 
dancing target. The skim-craft 
drew closer. 

Napoleon felt in his pocket. 
From a false compartment in his 
cigarette case he took a small 
capsule of plastic explosive. He 
signalled his partner to get as close 
as possible. At the same time, 
Napoleon opened fire with his auto- 
matic to provide cover. 

At last the skim-craft edged al- 
most level with the hovercraft. 
Napoleon drew back his arm and 
flung the capsule. 

BOOM! The water ahead of the 
hovercraft rose like a water-spout. 
The craft was flung backwards and 
its air-jets went wild, sending it 
skittering over and over. 

When the echoes of the explosion 
died away the U.N.C.L. agents 
were drenched to the skin but they 
were still able to pilot their ship. 

The agents leaned over the side 
to grab the injured and exhausted 
THRUSH men. One of them was 
clutching a small container of 
phials labelled: “SPORE, 
DANGER.” 

Ilya grabbed the man by the 
collar and hauled him to his feet. 
“Is this what you stole from Sar- 
dow’s laboratory?” The man 
nodded. 

“You know what it is?” 

“No! We were just sent to get it. 
The Chief sent us,” babbled the 
THRUSH agent. 

Illya shook his victim till the 
man’s teeth rattled. “And where is 
your Chief? The same place you 
took Sardow to force his secret 
from him?” 

The man gulped and nodded. 
“It’s a hideout on one of the Keys 
in Florida Bay.” 

Illya pushed the man away. As 
he climbed to the controls and 
started the engine, he said to his 
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fellow agent, “We'll get these 
beauties to the authorities. Then 
we'll radio Mr Waverly to arrange 
a raid on this THRUSH island.” 

Napoleon nodded agreement. He 
was examining the spore phials 
with keen interest. “I think you and 
I had better get to talk to Sardow 
about this stuff,” he mused. 


Overlook they sped and with- 

in an hour, they were at the 
hospital. They found Sardow weak 
but conscious. 

Illya leaned over the bed. “You 
don’t need to talk about what 
happened, Mr Sardow. All we want 
to know at the moment is what’s in 
these phials that THRUSH stole?” 

A look of horror came into the 
scientist's eyes and he tried to 
struggle up. 

“It is what I have been experi- 
menting with . . . a spore that can 
make creatures grow ten times their 
normal size...” 

The U.N.C.L.E. agents signalled 
to the nurse and left the hospital. 
They leaped into their convertible 
with grim faces. 

As they roared 


Bove: to the Pay-Hay-Okee 


towards the 


Tamiami Trail, Napoleon put their 
thoughts into words, “So that’s the 
answer to the mystery of the giant 
alligator! Sardow must have fed the 
creature some of his spore as an 
experiment.” 

Illya said grimly, “Think what 
a deadly weapon the stuff could 
have been in the hands of 
THRUSH.” 

They drove fast to the small air- 
strip where the helicopter was kept 
and explained to the pilot their ur- 
gent mission. While he hurried to 
prepare his craft, Illya and 
Napoleon dashed away to find a 
large piece of fresh meat. 

As the helicopter rose into the 
air and headed towards the swamp 
where Illya had fought the monster, 
the U.N.C.L.E. agents were pre- 
paring their bait. 

Joe brought the ‘copter low to 
the water to allow Illya to lower 
the fresh meat on the end of a rope. 
For ten minutes they flew slowly, 
towing the bait. “The smell of 
blood is supposed to attract croco- 









diles from miles away,” said Illya. 
“T hope it doesn’t fail this time.” 

Napoleon leaned forward and 
pointed. “Not on your life! Here 
comes the monster.” 

“Haul her up quickly!” rapped 
Ilya. 

They pulled in the bait. A hole 
had been cut in the centre of the 
meat and into it Napoleon inserted 
a small time-bomb. They lowered 
the bait again towards the mon- 
ster alligator and its great jaws 
opened to snap up the prize. 

“Let’s get away from here— 
fast!” yelled Napoleon. 

Joe swung the helicopter away 
from the spot, lifting into the sky 
to give them a grandstand view. 

VAROOM! The _ time-bomb 
went off with a roar. Illya looked 
at his fellow agent. “I feel sorry 
for the poor brute—but it was too 
dangerous to be running around 
the Everglades,” he said. 

Napoleon grinned. “Don’t cry 
about it,” he chuckled. “It would 
only look like crocodile tears!” 


This _ short-barrelled ‘Wells 
Fargo’ Colt was used both by 
the stage coach bandits of the 
Wild West and the Pinkerton 
agents who guarded the cargo. 


France’s Nieuport 17 fighter 
went into service in 1916 with 
French and British squadrons 
and was so successful the Ger- 
mans tried to copy it. 


Tank warfare began in the First 
World War. This was a British 
tank some years afterwards— 
about 1925. 
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e/STEN-CLOSELY, 


Magnus 
on ee 


ANY -OF-YOU-STiLL- 
BELIEVE-YOU-CAN- 
STOP-ME, HEED ~ 
MY~ WARNING / 
XYRKOL-/$-MASTER- 
OF-ALL-NORTH-AM! 


hg ss 
a? H PUNY-HUMANS! /F= 
Kc 


COME THIS WAY! OUR 
ANSWER MAY LIE IN 
SPACE-PROBE 
HEADQUARTERS! 





Macnvus WHAT-(S-IT= YOU - RUN AN 
AN? THE WANT-US-TO-DO, IDENTIFICATION CHECK ON 

POL-ROBS MAGNUS? Akuma THE NAME XYRKOL ++. AND 

ENTER THE d ALL SPACE PROBES WITHIN 
DESERTED iB THE PAST TEN YEARS! 


BUILDING, 


HOUSED 
ALL SPACE 
ACTIVITIES 


FOR 
NORTH Al ww 
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HE LEFT EIGHT YEARS AGO ON A SPACE 

PROBE AND WAS NEVER HEARD FROM 

AGAIN’ \T WAS ASSUMED THAT HIS 
SHIP WAS LOST IN SPACE! 


DO-NOU-THINK- 
THIS-1S-THE- 
SAME-MAN? 





MAGNUS SETS THE SPACE-PROBE 
COMMUNICATION TRACKING 
EQUIPMENT INTO OPERATION... 


vi . 
WITH ALL NORTH AM UNDER “gag 
& \TS CONTROL, THE ROBOT 
GIANT SHOULD SOON BE IN 
CONTACT WITH ITS MASTER! 


[+ 
j 





MAGNUS, I- 
HAVE-FOUND-THE- 
INFORMATION! 
THIS-CARD-IS-ON- J 
XYRKOL! HE-WAS- 
A-GENIUS...A 
SCIENTIST-OF- 
ELECTRONICS! 


WE WILL SOON FIND OUT! 
PREPARE A SPACE-PROBE 
SHIP FOR IMMEDIATE 


SUDDENLY THE TRACKING EQUIPMENT 
INTERCEPTS A COMMUNICATION... 





SECURE ALL 
SECTORS, ROBOT, 
AND PREPARE FOR 

MY ARRIVAL! 


‘G 


GIANT- 
CALLING= 
*YRKOL! 
NORTH=- 
AM-~1S- 
UNDER- 
CONTROL! 
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THE SPACE-PROBE TRACKING EQUIPMENT 
SWIFTLY /NOICATES THE SOURCE OF 
Xx YRKOL'S VOICE... 





IT'S COMING FROM 
PLANET X...THE PLANET 
THAT 1S SUPPOSED TO 
BE OMINMABITABLE! 


MAGNUS AND 
THE POL-ROBS BLAST INTO SPACE. 
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MAGNUS HURRIES TOWARD THE 
NCH PAD... 


IF I CAN ONLY 
REACH XYRKOL, 
AND DESTROY 

HIS CONTROL 


§ WNOISPUTED- 
RLULER-OF = 
AWORTH-AM! 
THE-PUNY- 
HUMANS-HAVE - 
SURRENDERED! 





MY YEARS OF WORK ARE 
Hi NEAR AN END...1 CAN NOW 


PEOPLE AND THEIR, 
INFERIOR ROBOTS! 


THE AMMONIA-METHANE CLOUD 
LAYER ACTED AS A CAMOUFLAGE 
THE SPACE - FOR XYRKOL'S ACTIVITIES ON 
PROBE SHIF, THE PLANET! 
CARRYING ”, 
MAGNUS AND é we . 
= \ DECELERATING— 
S FOR- LANDING - 
OPERATION ! 


L/GHT-DRNE, 
AND 

APPROACHES 

PLANET Xv 





THE UNIQUE ROBOT-RECEPTOR iN 
MAGNUS'S SKULL PICKS UP THE 
COMMUNICATIONS FROM THE PLANET... 





XYRKOL'S DEFENSE RAYS DETECT THE 
EARTH ROCKET'S APPROACH PATTERN» «. 





: EARTH-SHIP- 
¢ APPROACHING~ 
PLANET; 


ALERT- THAT IS RIGHT 
DEFENSE- < BELOW US... 
SHIPS-AT- © ( WE'LL HAVE TO 
POINT-8! CHANGE OUR 

. LANDING 
TARGET! 





a 


1 IMPACT POINT 
NOW THREE 
HUNDRED 

FEET: 


LANDING - 
CUSHION- AND ~ 
ANTI- SHOCK- 
GEAR- 
4 ACTIVATED! 


my GETA BEAM ON 
XYRKOL'S CONTROL J READS-EIGHT- 
LOCATION ! DEGREES -RIGHT! 





CONEUSED BY THE INTERFERENCE FROM 
MAGNUS'S EQUIPMENT, XYRKOL'S DEFENSE 
ROBOTS SEARCH FOR Tie INTRUDERS FROM 
& so 0 





FIND-AND- DESTROY -~ 
THE-OCCUPANTS -OF- 
THE-EARTH-SHIP! 





ld IF WE CAN 
AHEAD-IS- [4 ONLY REACH 
CENTRAL-CONTROL- XYRKOL 


HEADQUARTERS! BEFORE THE 
IS ROBOTS FIND Us! 
sete F Bae 


NO TIME TO 
DISCUSS THIS! 


COVER ME 
FROM THE 
REAR...'M 
GOING IN! 


HALT-OR- WE- 
WwilL- 
DESTROY-You! 


TUE AR LOCKS AUTOMATIC CONTROL 
TRIPS, AND THE DOOR BEGINS TO 
SLIDE SHUT... 





EZ XERTING EVERY MUSCLE IN HIS 
SUPERELY-TRAINED BODY, MAGNUS 
FORCES THE HEAVY DOOR BACK. 


I HAVE ONLY TO PULL THIS SWITCH 

AND MY GIANT ROBOT M722 

DESTROY EVERY LIVING MAN 
ON NORTH AM! 


IF IT TAKES 
MADNESS TO 
CREATE A 
SUPER ROBOT 
INCAPABLE 
OF BEING 
DESTROYED, 
THEN IAM 
MAD... IF 
YOU'D 
RATHER BE 
DESTROYED, 
THEN YOU 
ARE A FOOL! 
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AS MAGNUS AND THE POL-Rt 







STOP WHERE YOU ARE, MAGNUS! 
§ I KNOW WHO NOU ARE! ONE 
STEP FURTHER AND YOUR PEOPLE 
WILL BE DOOMED: 


I ADMIRE YOUR DETERMINATION, 
MAGNUS... BUT FIGHTING ME IS 
USELESS! WHY DON'T WE JO/V 
FORCES! WITH MY SCIENTIFIC 
GENIUS AND YOUR STRENGTH, 
WE CAN SUBDUE AWY ADVER- 
SARIES ON THE PLANET EARTH! 





BUT YOU HAVE HAD YOUR 
CHANCE...NOW I WILL CALL 
MY ROBOT GUARDS! 






OBS STEP 


WITHIN 
MINUTES, 
THE 
CONTROL 


BAH! YOU MAY HAVE 


XYRKOL... DEFEATED ME THIS 
You wilt TIME - BUT MAR 
RETURN 


MY WORDS ...- 


WITH US 
TO EARTH! 


+o /LL BE BACK. 
YOU CAN'T HOLD 
ME.I’LL BE BACK! 
(LL BE BACK! 
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intoxicating 


Simon Templar in- 


Singapore Harbour, 
the strange, 


HE wind came whipping 
heavy with the scent of spice 


across 
Only the Saint would treat with 


The snag was he did not know 
such aplomb the fact that an en- 


aroma as he leaned over the bal- 
who had sent for him—or why! 


cony of the Royal Court Hotel. He 
took in the bustling waterfront 


and coffee stored in the dockside 
scene and he was grateful for the 
sudden call to come to Singapore. 

velope had dropped through the 
door of his mews home containing 


warehouses. 
haled 
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SIMON TEMPLAR 





nothing but a plane ticket to Singa- 
pore and a’ white, gilt-edged card 
on which was written in an ob- 
viously feminine hand, “Need help. 
Contact you at Royal Court Hotel, 
Wednesday.” 

“Mr Templar, sit?” 

A voice at his elbow made him 
straighten from the balcony. A 
young Malay, dressed in the uni- 
form of the hotel, was standing 
close by. In his right hand was a 
silver platter and on the platter 
was something covered by an ornate 
silk handkerchief. 

“That’s me,” nodded the Saint. 

The page bowed. He brought up 
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his left hand and slipped it under 
the handkerchief. When it emerged, 
there was a gun pointing straight at 
the Saint’s chest. 

“T shall complain to the manage- 
men,” quipped Templar with more 
calmness than he felt. 

“T am asked to deliver this mes- 
sage, sir,” said the page—and he 
pulled the trigger. 

Plop! From the barrel dropped a 
flag inscribed, “BANG!” 

Simon put out a hand and picked 
up the boy by the scruff of his 
jacket. “I’m going to give you a tip, 
boy,” he said. “Never play that 
trick again!” 

A hoot of laughter came from be- 
hind. The Saint turned to find a 
stocky little man with a bent nose 
and outsize ears watching with 
great amusement. Then the Saint 
understood. He dropped the fright- 
ened Malay boy who scuttled away. 
He said, “Well, well. If it isn’t Tod 
Jones—alias the Joker!” 

“Ha ha! You should’ve seen your 
face when he pulled the trigger. 
Ho ho!” 

He swallowed his laughter as 
the Saint took a purposeful step 
in his direction. “Now, easy Mr 
Templar!” he said, with a nervous 
step backwards. “Just one of my 
little jokes to remind you of old 
times.” 

The Saint put two fingers on the 
other’s chest and pushed him back 
into a chair. “How did you know I 
was in Singapore?” 

“I saw you getting off the jet at 
the airport, Mr Templar.” 

“You just happened to be there, 
eh?” 

Tod stuttered in his eagerness to 
conyince. “Yes, honest, Mr Temp- 
lar! I was meeting the plane that 
brought Simone Legere, a French 
singer who’s appearing in my club.” 

The Saint registered surprise. 
“Your club?” 

“It’s the Bag of Tricks Club. 
New idea, see. Giggles for the 
society set!” The little man grabbed 
a fistful of visiting cards from an 
inner pocket, “Here’s one of my 
cards. I’m doing great since I had 
to hop it out of London.” 

The Saint glanced at the card. 
“Amazing,” he said. 

Tod beamed. He grabbed the 
Saint’s hand and shook it. “When 
I seen you at the airport, I said to 


myself, ‘There’s the Saint, the bloke 
who bust up our smuggling racket 
.  . but one of nature’s gentlemen! 
I’m going to show him there’s no 
hard feelings’.” 

The Saint smiled. “All right, 
Tod. I'll buy your story—until I 
can check it out.” 

Tod said eagerly, “Then you'll 
come to the club tonight?” 

The Saint shrugged. “Why not?” 


IMON watched the ex-smuggler 

strut across the palm-strewn 

lobby of the hotel. As he 
reached the revolving glass doors 
he made an ostentatious bow to a 
young woman who was coming in. 
She ignored the little man, walked 
slowly to the centre of the lobby 
and looked carefully around. The 
Saint moved in from the balcony. 

The woman came towards him 
on her way to the cocktail lounge. 
As she passed him a scrap of paper 
fluttered from her white-gloved 
fingers. 

The Saint took out his cigarette 
case. As he took a cigarette, he 
fumbled and it fell. Bending to re- 
trieve it, he palmed the woman’s 
note. Then he strolled on to the 
balcony again and read it. 

“Tl be in the cocktail bar. Say 
nothing about my sending you the 
air ticket. I think there may be a 
hidden microphone.” 

He recognised the carefully 
formed handwriting as that which 
was on the mysterious gilt-edged 
card in his pocket. 

In the cocktail lounge he found 
the woman seated on a high stool. 
Simon chose a stool next to hers. 
She glanced round at him and the 
Saint nodded and smiled. She 
turned haughtily away. 

“Quite an actress,” thought 
Templar. He was wondering where 
she got the idea that the bar might 
be bugged, when he caught the bar- 
man watching him furtively in the 
mirror. 

He turned towards the girl. 
“Excuse me. Haven’t we met in 
London?” 

“Perhaps.” She began to melt a 
bit. “Were you at Mervyn's party 
last July?” 

“That’s right. Isn’t this a co- 
incidence? Can I buy you a drink?” 
he said. 

She condescended with a nod of 
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her blonde head. “You can take me 
to the Lighthouse Club if you like. 
They serve a really bizarre cocktail 
there.” 

They got up from the bar, laugh- 
ing together, but Templar caught 
the barman still watching him in 
the mirror, He took the woman’s 
arm and steered her out of the door. 

Out of sight of the bar, he 
stopped beside one of the potted 
palms and said quietly, “Wait 
here.” 

He sidled back to the door of the 
cocktail lounge and peered in. The 
barman had vanished. In half a 
dozen strides the Saint was across 
the empty room. He stepped behind 
the bar. There was a door at the 
back. As he went towards it he 
heard a muffled voice. He put his 
ear to the panel and heard his own 
name mentioned. “Yes, I’m sure it’s 
the Saint. Yes, they’ve just left. 
Don’t worry, they won’t get far!” 

There was a tinkle as a telephone 
receiver was replaced. He stepped 
aside and let the barman emerge 
from the door. 

The shock of seeing the Saint be- 
hind his bar had the Malay fumb- 
ling in his belt for a knife, but the 
Saint grabbed the other’s arm and 
twisted it behind his back. The man 
groaned with pain. “Now,” said 
Templar calmly, “let’s go!” 


him, the Saint went into the 

lobby. His mystery woman 
stared with fear in her eyes, but she 
stepped to his side at his signal. 
The three of them walked out into 
the sunshine, “My car,” said the 
woman pointing. 

It was a sleek white sports 
model which reminded him of his 
own white Volvo. As they went 
towards it, the barman began to 
struggle. “No, I—I can’t leave the 
hotel! I don’t want to go in the 
car.” 

The Saint applied more pressure 
as the woman opened the car door. 
“Tn!” he snapped. 

The barman lurched forward into 
the car. The woman got behind the 
wheel and the Saint got in beside 
his prisoner. But as the engine 
purred into life, the barman’s nerve 
broke. “Stop! You must not drive 
... there is a bomb!” 

The Saint stepped out of the car 


Pires sen the man before 
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and dragged the barman after him. 
“Take the bomb out—carefully!” 
he ordered. 

Shaking with fear, the barman 
approached he back of the car and 
lifted the lid of the boot. Templar 
took the arm of the mystery 
woman, and drew her away. “Just 
in case he bungles the job!” he mur- 
mured in her ear. 

They watched the barman fumble 
with wires and lift out of the boot 
a black metal box. Holding it 
gingerly, he began to back away 
from the car. At the same moment 
the Saint’s sharp eyes caught the 
glint of a rifle barrel thrust through 
one of the upper windows of the 
hotel. 

“Quick!” he rapped, dragging 
her to the car. “Get in—and drive 
like thunder!” The woman obeyed. 
The sports car rocketed away from 
the hotel—and the hot blast of an 
explosion followed them. 

The Saint was looking back. 
“Someone decided that our friend 
had bungled his job and shot him 

. . and when he fell—boom!” he 
said, She shuddered. 

The Saint sensed she was close to 
hysteria and decided to hold his 
questions. It was not until they had 
reached the Lighthouse Club and 
were sipping drinks on a deserted 
balcony that he began quietly, 
“Feel fit enough to explain yet?” 

She looked up at him with a 


grateful smile. “You're a very 
patient man, Mr Templar. I’m 
Miriam Legrand. I came to Singa- 
pore two months ago with my hus- 
band, Jacques. He was an elec- 
tronics expert working on a secret 
defence project with the British 
nayal authorities here.” 

“He was?” said Templar, picking 
up the past tense. 

Her lip trembled. “He was killed 
a week ago. Somehow he had be- 
come involved in a struggle between 
agents of rival powers to get the 
plans of the secret project.” 

The Saint leaned forward in his 
chair. “When you say he was 
killed?” he began. 

“The coroner’s verdict was 
suicide, so the police and the 
authorities will do nothing. But I 
know he was murdered for the 
plans,” she said. 

Miriam Legrand spoke without 
emotion. “I am equally sure they 
did not get the plans,” she went on. 
“They believe I’ve got them. Three 
times in the past week they’ve tried 
to kidnap me, and twice I’ve caught 
intruders ransacking my apart- 
ment.” 

Templar pondered, “Why send 
for me? Couldn’t you go to the 
British naval authorities here and 
put your facts before them?” 

Miriam frowned. “I’ve tried. 
They insist that they hold the only 
copy of the plans.” 





“Then why not leave Singapore?” 
he asked. 

Her eyes flashed. “Because I 
want to find the men who mur- 
dered my husband. Will you help 
me?” 

He sighed. “I never could say no 
to a beautiful woman,” he said. 
“T’ll do what I can, Mrs Legrand.” 

She touched his arm lightly and 
smiled her thanks. “Please call me 
Miriam,” she said. 


IRIAM’S apartment was 
M modern and __ tastefully 

decorated. The Saint began 
to go through it with professional 
skill. Miriam sat watching. Sud- 
denly she saw him stiffen as he 
came near a Paul Klee print on the 
wall. Motioning her to be silent, he 
peeped behind the frame. 

The sight of a microphone made 
him move quickly to the door of the 
apartment. In the corridor he 
sprinted to the adjoining apartment. 
He was only seconds too late. A 
table near the wall held an amplifier 
and a tape-recorder was still turn- 
ing—picking up every sound made 
in Miriam’s apartment. Otherwise 
the room was empty. 

He ran to the wide open windows. 


A figure was vanishing down the 
fire escape below. 

Having disconnected the bugging 
equipment, he went back to tell 
Miriam. He finished his search of 
the apartment and admitted he 
could find nothing remotely 
resembling electronic drawings. 

“Let’s go to a club tonight,” he 
said. “There’s a friend of mine who 
might have an idea who is so keen 
to get the plans.” 

The Bag of Tricks Club was in 
the fashionable quarter of down- 
town Singapore. 

“Good evening, sir,” greeted the 
doorman, and when he raised his 
top hat a flower sprang up from his 
balding head. 

Inside the foyer they found them- 
selves trying to climb steps which 
flattened under their feet. And 
when the cloakroom girl handed 
them their stubs, they were covered 
by a cloud of confetti. 

“Ha ha!” chuckled a voice over 
a loudspeaker. “Step inside! We've 
got lots more giggles for you.” 

Miriam brushed confetti from 
her evening dress and exclaimed, 
“Your friend has a strange sense of 
humour!” 

The Saint smiled. “You're so 





right,” he agreed. “Watch when 
you sit down! Tod used to love the 
musical-cushion joke.” 

He proved right. The cushions 
on the chairs gave out °n anguished 
squeal when sat on. 

Almost immediately, the lights 
dimmed and the French singer, 
Simone Legere, appeared. 

At the end of the act, Miriam 
dipped into her evening bag. She 
took out a slip of paper. “Read it,” 
she invited the Saint. “It is sup- 
posed to be the suicide note left by 
Jacques.” 

He read the phrases in French: 
“pressure of work .. . cannot go on 
any longer . . . have decided to end 
it all... hope you forgive me...” 

It was all so obviously a “plant”, 
thought Templar. The note ended, 
“je t'adore”. 

“You don’t believe he wrote 
this?” he queried. 

She frowned. “I could swear it 
was his writing—except for one 
small detail . . . Jacques never 
dotted his i’s or his j’s. Yet in this 
note he has dotted them.” 

As he slipped the paper into his 
pocket, Templar saw the stocky 
figure of the club owner bustling 
towards him. 

The Saint stood up. “I'd like you 
to meet Mrs Miriam Legrand, a 
friend of mine,” he said. 

Tod bowed to her. “Delighted,” 
he said, “Perhaps you’d drink a 
glass of champagne on the house 
while I take Mr Templar to meet a 
friend of mine.” 

As he ushered the Saint across 
the dance floor, Tod whispered, “I 
couldn’t tell her I wanted you to 
meet Simone Legere, eh? Women 
get a bit jealous, y’know. Ha ha!” 

Templar slowed. “Wait a minute, 
Tod. What makes you think I want 
to meet her?” 

The other man tugged at his 
sleeve. “Oh, you've got it all wrong, 
Mr Templar. She's asked to meet 
you!” 

The Saint allowed himself to be 
led backstage. The vivacious singer 
was relaxing in an antique chair. 
She rose to meet him with a dazz- 
ling smile. “Mr Templar. I have 
heard so much about you.” 

He bowed over the slim white 
hand which she extended. Tod was 
hovering about like a mother hen. 
Simone dismissed him with a nod. 
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HEN they were alone, a 
surprising change came 
over the singer. Her eyes 


held the Saint in a level gaze and 
she spoke crisply in a low voice. 
“There is no time to waste, 
Templar. I am an agent of the 
Special Security of the French 
Armed Forces. Jacques Legrand 
was working on a project for us, 
though his wife does not know. She 
has brought you from London to 
find the agents who murdered her 
husband. We would also like to find 
those men—and the microfilm on 
which Legrand secreted the plans 
for the project.” 

The Saint started as if stung. “A 
microfilm! You’re sure it was 
microfilm?” 

Simone nodded. “The last mes- 
sage he got through to us in Paris 
said...” 

She stopped speaking. The music 
in the club had broken off and there 
was a sudden uproar. Women 
shrieked, men shouted and there 
was the crash of splintering chairs. 

Templar turned and ran. He 
found his way blocked by people 
stampeding for the exits. Some sort 
of free-for-all seemed to be in pro- 





92 


gress near the table at which he had 
left Miriam. 

As he fought his way through the 
crowd, he caught a glimpse of 
Miriam struggling in the grip of 
two men. Even as he watched, they 
forced her up the steps and out of 
the door. Then the Saint saw that 
Tod Jones was in the middle of the 
fracas near his table. The stocky 
little man was using all the London 
gangland tricks to fight off three 
determined Malayan thugs. 

The Saint sailed into the nearest 
thug. With the flat of his hand, he 
caught the man on the bridge of 
the nose and the man sank to his 
knees and covered his face. 

The second thug smashed at the 
Saint with a massive fist. Templar 
took the blow on his arm and the 
next moment the thug was sailing 
over the Saint’s head. He turned to 
find Tod disposing of the remaining 
assailant with a well-aimed kick. 

“Thanks, Mr Templar,” gasped 
Tod. “The blighters grabbed your 
friend. I tried to stop them...” 

“Maybe we can catch them,” 
snapped the Saint. 

He raced out of the Bag of Tricks 
with Tod at his heels. “Into my 


car!” yelled the club owner. It was 
a maroon and grey Alfa Romeo 
and it sprang from the forecourt 
like a rocket. 

Ahead of them, a big saloon car 
slewed on to the boulevard with 
screaming tyres. “There they go!” 
rasped Tod. 

In the pother of native traffic that 
choked the streets of the old city, 
they soon lost sight of the getaway 
car, But Tod kept on grimly, nosing 
the Alfa Romeo deeper into the 
pitch-black streets that ran between 
silent warehouses. Suddenly the 
Saint grabbed the driver’s arm. 
“Hold it, Tod!” 

The car jerked to a halt. Templar 
jumped out and ran, followed by 
Tod. Behind a jumble of sagging 
timbers they saw the car they had 
been chasing. A glimmer of light 
in the window of a nearby ware- 
house caught the Saint’s eye, He 
pointed. 

The stocky man grinned, stopped 
his companion and began to fix 
into his buttonhole a white plastic 
flower. From the back of it he ran 
a tube which ended in a rubber 
bulb. “This is no time for your 
jokes, Tod,” began the Saint. 

“Tt ain’t such a joke as it looks,” 
confided Tod, fixing a similar de- 
vice into his own buttonhole. “Run 
the tube inside your jacket and put 
the bulb in your inside pocket—but 
carefully!” 

They moved towards a side of the 
warehouse facing away from the 
road. The Saint spotted a fire 
escape above his head. He reached 
it with a bound, then hauled Tod 
after him. 

Half-way up they found an open 
window. The Saint went in first. 
From an inside pocket he took a 
pen torch and shone it around at 
piled-up crates. A dark patch in the 
distance suggested a doorway. 

As he eased through the door and 
came into a passage, he saw that 
they were close to their quarry. For 
at the far end of the passage a 
single naked bulb glowed feebly. 

Suddenly the Saint held up a 
warning hand. They had reached a 
glass-panelled office door and 
through it they saw Miriam Legrand 
sitting in a chair, bound and 
gagged. Bending over her was a 
man with a knife. 

The Saint went in with a bound, 


took the man by the shoulder, spun 
him round and felled him with a 
right cross. At the same moment 
every light in the office snapped on 
and a suave voice behind them said, 
“Bravo, Saint; you live up to your 
reputation,” 


EMPLAR turned to see that 

he and Tod had walked into a 

trap. Behind the door were 
the two: beefy thugs who had 
hustled Miriam out of the club. 
With them was a sleek, well-dressed 
European with oily black hair. All 
three held guns. 

“I’m rather glad you managed to 
follow us,” remarked Oily Hair. 
“Since you have been helping Mrs 
Legrand to look for the plans, per- 
haps you, can help us. We will try 
a little beauty treatment on the 
lady!” 

From his pocket he took a flick- 
knife. The glittering blade sprang 
into view. Miriam shrank away. 
Tod and Templar took a step for- 
ward, “You dirty hound!” rasped 
Tod. 

“Tie them up,” snarled Oily 
Hair. 

The two thugs picked up lengths 
of rope. But as they approached, 
Tod said disgustedly: “Talk about 
a couple of flower people!” 

The Saint got the message. As 
the thug leaned near to tie him up, 


he pressed the bulb in his pocket. 
. . . Phsst! From the centre of the 
plastic flower shot a spray which 
hit the gunman in the face. He 
dropped his weapon and staggered 
back, clawing at his face. 

Tod achieved a similar result 
with his buttonhole. 

Blam! Oily Hair stepped back- 
wards, his gun blazing. But the 
Saint and Tod ducked behind the 
bodies of his henchmen. 

The firing ceased and there was a 
clatter of feet in the passage. The 
Saint dived for one of the guns and 
stepped into the passage. Oily Hair 
had reached the door into the store- 
room when Templar fired. 

Blam! The runaway flipped 
round, his gun roaring defiance. 
But the finger that pulled the trigger 
was that of a dead man and the 
shot went wild. Oily Hair hit the 
wall and slid to the floor. 

Tod was already loosening the 
ropes around Miriam Legrand 
when the Saint got back into the 
office. “Thank God you found me 
in time!” she sobbed. “They were 
the men who killed my husband; I 









heard them talking about it . . . and 
they were going to torture me for 
the plans.” 

The Saint smoothed his ruffied 
hair and allowed himself a faint 
smile. “Ah yes, the plans,” he 
said. 

From his pocket he took the slip 
of paper that she had given him in 
the Bag of Tricks Club. “I think 
the answer to the mystery is right 
here, Miriam,” he said. “You were 
puzzled about this note. What made 
you wonder was the fact that he 
dotted his i’s and the j. He did that 
for a very good reason. He knew he 
could not escape—and he had the 
plans on a microfilm the size of a 
full-stop. Look here!” 

As the other two looked over his 
shoulder, the Saint bent under one 
of the office lights. He held a power- 
ful pocket-magnifying glass over 
the j in “je radore”’. 

Tod Jones gasped. “That there 
dot over the j. . . it ain’t a dot at all; 
it’s the microfilm!” 

Templar straightened up. “That's 
right,” he said, “a microfilm the 
size of a dot!” 
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